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.THE SWORD OF ENGLAND 

r 

1912 


N ot as one muttering in a spell-bound sleep 
Shall England speak the word; 

Notldly bid the embattled lightnings leap. 

Nor lightly draw the sword. 


Let despots grope by night in a blind dream : 

The cold clear morning star 
Should like a trophy in her helmet gleam 
When England sweeps to war. 


N^t like H derelict, drunk with surf and spray, 
And drifting down to doom ; 

But l^e the Sun-god calling up the day 
' Should England rend that gloom. 

Not as in^trance, at some hypnotic call, 

Nor with a doubtful cry ; 

^ut a clear faith, like a banner above us all, 
Rolling from sky to sky. 



The* Sword of England 

She sheds no blood to that vain god of strife 

Whom tonguesters call “ renown ’’; • 

* 0 

She Khows that only they who reverence life 

Can nobly lay it down ; 

And these shall ride from life and home ^ind love 
'rhrough death and hell that day ; ^ 

But O, her faith, her flag, must burn above ;• 
Her soul must lead the way. 
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THE SEARCH-LIGHTS 


S HADOW by shadow, stripped for fight, 
The lean black cruisers search the sea. 
Night-long their level shafts of light 
Revolve, and find no enemy. 

Only they know each leaping wave 
hi ay hide the lightning, and iheir grave. 


And in the land they guard so well 
Is there no silent watch to keep ? 

An age is dying, and the bell 

Rings midnight on a vaster deep. 

But over all its waves, once more, 

The search-lights move, from shore to shore. 


And captains that we thought were dead. 
And dreamers that we thought were dumb, 
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The' Search-Lights 

And voices that we thought were fled, 
Arise, and call us, and wc come ; 

And ‘‘ search in thine own soul,’’ they cry 
“ For there, too, lurks thine enemy,” 


Search for the foe in thine own soul, 
The sloth, the intellectual pride ; 

I’he trivial jest that veils the goal 

For which our fathers lived and died ; 
The lawless dreams, the cynic Art, 

That rend thy nobler self apart. 


Not far, not far into the night, 

These level swords of light can pierce ; 
Yet for her faith does England fight, 

Her faith in this our universe ; 
Believing Truth and Justice draw 
From founts of everlasting law ; 


Therefore a Power above the State, 
The unconquerable Power returns. 
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The Search-Dights 

The fire, the fire that made her great 
Once more upon her altar burns.« 

^nce more, redeemed and healed and whole. 
She moves to the Eternal Goal. 
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THE HEART OF CANADA 


July 1912 

B ecause her heart is all too proud 

— Canada! Canada! fair young Canada - 
To breathe the might of her love aloud, 

Be quick, O iVlocherland ! 

Because her soul is wholly free 
—Canada kneels, thy daughter, Canada — 
England, look in her eyes and see, 

Honour and understand. 

Because her pride at thy masthead shines, 

—Canada ! Canada !—queenly Canada 
Bows with all her breathing pines, 

All her fragrant firs. 

Because our isle is little and old 
—Canada ! Canada ! —young-eyed Canada 
Gives thee, Mother, her hands to hold, 

And makes thy glory hers. 
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It 

The Heart of Canada 


Because thy Fleet is hers for aye, 

—CuTfada / Canada /—clear-souled Cana^fi, 
Ere the war-cloud roll this way, * 

/Bids the world beware. 

«Her heart, her soul, her sword arc thine 


-^Thine the guns^ the guns of Canada !— 
The sj;iips are foaming into line, 

Ai?d Canada will be there. 
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THE RETURN OF THE 
HOME-BORN 


A LL along the white chalk cosTit 
/ % *rhc mist lifts clear. 

Wight is glimmering like a ghost. 

The ship draws near. 

Little inch-wide sncadows 
Lost so many a day, 

The first time I knew you 
Was when I turned away. 


Island—little island— 

Lost so many a year, 

Mother of all 1 leave behind 
—Draw me near /— 

C 

Mother of half the rolling world. 
And O, so little and gray. 

The first time I found you 
Was when I turned away. © 
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Return of the Home-Born 


Over yon green water 
Sussex lies. 

But the slow mists gather 
In our eyes, 

England^ little island 
— God, how dear /— 

Fold me in your mighty arms, 

D razo 7ne near. 

Little tawny roofs of home. 
Nestling in the gray. 

Where the smell of Sussex loam 
Blows across the bay . . . 

Fold me, teach me, draw me close. 
Lest in death I say 
The first time I loved you 
Was when I turned away. 
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A SALUTE FROM THE FLEET 


1 


The Guns of H.M.S. Royal Sovereign 


O cean-mother of England, thine is the 

crowning acclaim 1 

Here, in the morning of battle, from over the 
world and beyond, 

Here, by our fleets of steel, silently foam 
into line 

Fleets of our glorious dead, thy shadowy oak- 
walled ships. 

Mother, for O, thy soul must speak thro’ our 
iron lips 1 « 

How should wc speak to the ages, unless 
with a word of thine ? 

Utter it, Victory! Let thy great signal t 
flash thro’ the flame ! 

Answer, Bellerophon/ Marlborough, Thun-- 
deter. Condor, respond ! 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


II 

The Guns of ILM.S, Majestic 

Omt of the ages we speak unto you, O ye ages 
be ! 

Rocks of Sevastopol, echo our thunder-word, 
brujL it afar ! 

Roll it, O Aieditcrranean, round by Gibral¬ 
tar again 1 

Buffet it, Porto Bello, back to the Nile once 
more ! 

Answer it, great St. Vincent! Answer it, 
J^sinorc, 

Buifet it back from your crags and roll it 
over the main ! 

Heights of Quebec, O hear and re-echo it back 
to the Baltic Sea ! 

Answer it, Camperdozvn/ Answer it, 
answer it, Trafalgar I 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


III 

7 he Guns of HM,S, Rainbow 

How should we speak to the ages, if not withr a 

word of thine, 

Maker of cloud and harvest, foam and the sea¬ 
bird’s wing, 

Ocean-Mother of England and all things 
living and free ? 

Deep that wast moved by the Spirit to bloom ' 
with the first white morn, 

Mother of Light and P'reedom, mother of hopes 
unborn. 

Speak, O world-wide welder of nations, O 
Soul of the sea ! 

Thine was the watch-word that called us of 
old o’er the gray sky-line : 

Lift thy stormy salute ! It is freedom and 
peace that we bring ! ' 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


IV 

l!he Guns of H.M.S, Victory 

Therefore on thee we call, O Mother, for we 
•are thy sons ! 

Speak, with thy world-wide voice, O wake us 
anc vV from our sleep ! 

Speak, for the Light of the world still lives 
and grows on thy face ! 

Give us the ancient Word once more, the un¬ 
changeable Word,— 

This that Nelson knew, this that Effingham 
lieard. 

This that resounds for ever in all the hearts 
of our race. 

This that lives for a moment on the iron lips 
of our guns, 

This—that echoes for ever and ever—the 
Word of the Deep. 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


V 

7he Guns of H.M.S, Dreadnought 

How shall a king be saved by the multitude, of 
an host ? • 

Was not the answer thine, when fleet upon 
fleet swept, hurled 

Blind thro’ the dark North Sea, with all 
their invincible ships ? 

Thine was the answer, O mother of all men born 
to be free ! 

Witness again, Cape Wrath !—O thine, ever¬ 
lastingly, 

I 

Thine as Freedom arose and rolled thy song 
from her lips, 

Thine when she ’stablished her throne irir thy 
sight, on our rough rock-coast, 

Thine with thy lustral glory and thunder, 
washing the world! 





A Salute from‘the Fleet 


VI 

^he Gtins of //.M.5. ^emeraire 

O for that ancient cry of the watch at the mid¬ 
night bell, 

Under the unknown stars, from the decks that 
p'robishcr trod ! 

Hark, Before the world? —he questions a 
fleet in the dark ! 

Answer it, friend or foe ! And, ringing from 
mast to mast, 

Mother, hast thou forgotten what counter-cry 
went past, 

Answering still as he questioned ? Before 
the world ? O, hark, 

Ringing anear, Before the world ? . , . was 
God / . . . All’s well! 

Dying afar . . . Before the world P , . , All’s 
* well . . . was God / 



A Salute ■ from the Fleet 


VII 

The Guns of Revenge 

Raleigh and Grenville heard it, Knights of the 
Ocean-sea ! 

Have we forgotten it only, wc with our leagues ■ 
of steel ? 

Give us our watchword again, O mother, 
in this great hour ! 

Here, in the morning of battle, here as we 
gather our might, 

Here, as the nations of earth in the light of thy 
freedom unite. 

Shake our hearts w'ith thy Word, O ’staBlish 
our peace on thy power ! 

’Stablish our power on thy peace, thy glory;, 
thy liberty, 

’Stablish on thy deep Word the throne of 
our Commonweal! 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


VIII 

^he Guns of H,M,S. Leviathan 

They that go down to the sea in ships—they 

• heard it of old— 

^They shall behold flis wonders, alone on the 
Deep, the Deep ! 

Have we forgotten, wc only ? O, rend the 
heavens again, 

Voice of the Everlasting, shake the great hills 
with thy breath ! 

Roll the Voice of our God thro’ the valleys of 
doubt and death ! 

Waken the fog-bound cities with the shout 
of the wind-swept main, 

Inland over the smouldering plains, till the 
* mists unfold, 

Darkness die, and England, England arise 
^ from sleep. 


2 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


IX 

The Guns of H.M.S, Triumph 

Queen of the North and the South, Queen of our 

ocean-renown, 

England, England, England, O lift thine eyss 
to the sun! 

Wake, for the hope of the whole world 
yearns to thee, watches and waits ! 

Now on the full flood-tide of the ages, the 
supreme hour 

Beacons thee onward in might to the purpose 
and crown of thy power ! 

Hark, for the whole Atlantic thundersi 
against thy gates, 

Take the Crown of all Time, all might, earjh’s 
crowning Crown, 

Throne thy children in peace and in free¬ 
dom together, O weld them in one. ^ 
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A Salute from the Fleet 


X 

The Guns of the Fleet 

Throne them in triumph together. Thine is the 

• crowning cry I 

Thine the glory for ever in the nation horn of 
ihy wo7nh ! 

Thine the Sword and the Shield, and the shout 
that Salamis heardy 

Surging in JBschylean splendour^ earth-shaking 
acclaim / 

Ocean-mother of Englandy thine is the throne of 
Joer fame / 

Breaker of many fleets, O thine the victorious 
wordy 

Thine the Sun and the Freedom, the God and the 
wind-swept sky. 

Thine the thunder and thine the lightning, 

• thine the doom ! 
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IN MEMORY OF A BRITISH 

AVIATOR 


O N those young brows that knew no fear 
We lay the Roman athlete’s crown, ^ • 
The laurel of the charioteer, 

The imperial garland of renown, 

While those young eyes, beyond the sun, 

See Drake, see Raleigh, smile “ Well done.” 


Their desert seas that knew no shore 
To-night with fleets like cities flare ; ‘ 

But, frailer even than theirs of yore, 

His keel a new-found deep would dare : 
They watch, with thrice-experienced eyes 
What fleets shall follow through the skies. 


They would not scoff, though man should set 
To feebler wings a mightier task. 
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' In Memory of a British Aviator 

They know what wonders wait us yet. 

Not all things in an hour they ask ; , 

Buf in each noble failure see 
The inevitable victory. 

A thousand years have borne us far 
From that dark isle the Saxon swayed, 

^And star whispers to trembling star 

While Space and Time shrink back afraid,— 
‘‘ Ten thousand thousand years remain 
For man to dare our deep again.” 

Thou, too, shalt hear across that deep 

Our thundering fleets of thought draw nigh. 
Round which the suns and systems sweep 
Like cloven foam from sky to sky, 

Tilf Death himself at last restore 
His captives to our eyes once more. 

^ « • • • • 

^ Feeble the wings, dauntless the soul I 

I'ake thou the conqueror’s laurel crown ; 
.Take—for thy chariot grazed the goal— 

The imperial garland of renown ; 

While those young eyes, beyond the sun, 

See Drake, see Raleigh, smile Well done.” 
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FORWARD 


A’ 


THOUSAND creeds and battle-cries, 
A thousand warring social schemes, 
A thousand new moralities, * 

And twenty thousand thousand dreams ; 


“ Each on his own anarchic way, 

From the old order breaking free, 
Our ruined world desires,” you say, 

“ Licence once more, not Liberty.” 


But ah, beneath the wind-whipt foam' 
When storm and change are on the deep. 
Flow quietly the tides come home, ^ 

And how the depths of sea-shine sleep. 

And we that march towards a goal, ^ 

Destroying, only to fulfil 

The law, the law of that great soul 

Which moves beneath your alien will ; 

( 


22 



Forward* 


We, that like foemen meet the past 
Betguse we bring the future, know 

We only fight to achieve at last 

' A great re-union with our foe ; 

Re-union in the truths that stand 
^hen all our wars are rolled away ; 

RJ-union of the heart and hand 

And cf the prayers wherewith we pray ; 

Re-union in the common needs, 

The common strivings of mankind ; 

Re-union of our warring creeds 
In the one God that dwells behind. 

*Then—in that day—^we shall not meet 

Wrong with new wrong, but right with right 

Oar faith shall make your faith complete 
When our battalions re-unite. 

Ft)rwaf d ! —what use in idle words ?— 

• Forward, O warriors of the soul! 

There will be breaking up of swords 
Whe^ that new morning makes us whole. 
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BEFORE THE WORLD 


{Written in answer to certain statements on the 
“ origin of life ”) 


/ N the beginning F . . . Slowly grope we back 
Along the narrowing track, 

Back to the deserts of the world’s pale prime, 
The mire, the clay, the slime. 

And then—what then ?—Surely to something less I 
Back, back to Nothingness. 


II 

You dare not halt upon that dwindling way. 

I'here is no gulf to stay ^ 

Your footsteps to the last. Go back you must. 
Far, far below the dust 

Descend, descend. Grade by dissolving |rade^ 
We follow, unafraid. 

Dissolve, dissolve, this moving world of n^n 
Into thin air. And then ? 
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Before the WTirld 


III 

O pioneers, O warriors of the light, 

In that abysmal night. 

Will you have courage, then, to rise and tell 
' , Earth of this miracle ? 

W^ilJ you have courage, then, to bow the head 
* And say, when all is said,— 

Out of lIho Nothingness arose our thought ? 

This blank abysmal Nought 
Woke, and brought forth that lighted City 
street, 

Those towers, and that great fleet. 


IV 

When you have seen those vacant primal skies 
• Beyond the centuries, 

Watched the pale mists across their darkness flow, 
(As in a lantern show !) 

Watched the great hills like clouds arise, and set, 
f And one named Olivet; 

When you have seen as a shadow passing away 
On^ child clasp hands and pray ; 



Before the World 


When you have seen emerge from that dark mire 
One martyr, ringed with fire ; 

Or front that Nothingness, by special grace, 

One woman’s love-lit face .... 

Will you have courage, then, to front that law 
(From which your sophists draw 
Their only right to flout one human creed) 

That nothing can proceed 
(Not even thought, not even love !) from less 
Than its own nothingness. 

The law is yours. But dare you waive your 
pride, 

And kneel where you denied ? 

The law is yours. Dare you re-kindle, then. 

One faith for faithless men ; 

And say you found, on that dark road you trod, 
In the beginning—God. 
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THE WAGGON 


RIM SON and black on the sky, a waggon 
^ of clover 

Slowly goes rumbling, over the white chalk 
road, 

And I lie in the golden grass there, wondering 
why 

So little a thing 

As the jingle and ring of the harness, 

The hot creak of leather, 

The peace of the plodding. 

Should suddenly, stabbingly, make it 
Dreadful to die. 


Only, perhaps, in the same blue summer weather, 
Jiundreds of years ago, in this field where 
Hie, 

Caedmon, the Saxon, was caught by the self-same 
thing : 
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The Waggon 

The serf lying, black with the sun, on 
beautiful wain-load, • 

The jingle and clink of the harndfes, 
The hot creak of leather, 

The peace of the plodding; 

And wondered, O terribly wondered, 

That men must die. 



THE LORD OF MISRULE 


On May days the wild heads of the parish would choose a 
Lord of Misrule, whom they would follow even into the church, 
though the minister were at prayer or preaching, dancing and 
swij[i|fing their may-boughs about like devils incarnate .”—Old 
Puritan Writer, 

j4LL oVx a fresh Aiay morning, I took my 
7% love to church, 

To see if Parson Primrose were safely on his 

He scarce had got to Thirdly, or squire begun 
to snore, 

WJien, like a sun-lit earthquake, 

A green and crimson earthquake, 

A frolic of madcap May-folk came whooping 
tlirough the door :— 



Cegne up, come in with streamers ! 

Come in with boughs of may i 
Come up and thump the sexton, 
And carry the clerk away. 



The Lord of Misrule 


Now skip like rams, ye mountains, 

Ye little hills, like sheep ! 

Come up and wake the people 
That parson puts to sleep. 

They tickled their nut-brown tabors. Their 
garlands flew in showers, 

And lasses and lads came after them, with feet 
like dancing flowers. 

Their queen had torn her green gown, and bared 
a shoulder as white, 

O, white as the may that crowned her. 
While all the minstrels round her 
Tilted back their crimson hats and sang for sheer 
delight : 

Come up, come in with streamers ! 

Come in, with boughs of may ! 

Now by the gold upon your toe 
You walked the primrose way. 

Come up, with white and crimson ! « 

O, shake your bells and sing; 

Let the porch bend, the pillars bow, 

Before our Lord, the Spring ! 
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The Lord of Misrule 

« 

The dusty velvet hassocks were dabbled with 
fragrant dew, 

The f^nt grew white with hawthorn, it*frothed 
in every pew. 

Three petals clung to the sexton’s beard as he 
mopped and mowed at the clerk, 

* And “ Take that sexton away,” they cried; 

* “ Did Nebuchadnezzar eat may ? ” they 

cried. 

Nay, that was a prize from Betty,” they cried, 
“ for kissing her in the dark.” 

Come up, come in with streamers ! 

Come in, with boughs of may ! 

Who knows but old Methuselah 
» May hobble the green-wood way ? 

If Betty could kiss the sexton, 

If Kitty could kiss the clerk, 

Who knows how Parson Primrose 
Might blossom in the dark ? 

^ • 

The congregation spluttered. The squire grew 

* purple and all. 

And every little chorister bestrode his carven stall. 
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The JL-ord of Misrule 

The parson flapped like a magpie, but none could 
hear his prayers; 

For Tom Fool flourished his tabor, ^ 
Flourished his nut-brown tabor. 

Bashed the head of the sexton, and stormed 
pulpit stairs. 


High in the old oak pulpit 
This Lord of all mis-rule— 

I think it was Will Summers 
That once was Shakespeare’s fool- 
Held up his hand for silence, 

And all the church grew still: 

“ And are you snoring yet,” he said, 
“ Or have you slept your fill ? ” 


“ Your God still walks in Eden, between the 
ancient trees. 

Where Youth and Love go wading through poGls 
of primroses. 
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The Lord of Nfisrule 

And this is the sign we bring you, before the 
darkress fall, 

.-f 

That Spring is risen, is risen again, 

That Life is risen, is risen again, 

That Love is risen, is risen again, and Love is 
]Lord of all. 


At Paske began our morrice 
And ere Pentecost our May ; 
Because, albeit your words be true, 
You know not what you say. 

You chatter in church like jackdaws. 
Words that would wake the dead, 

* 

Were there one breath of life in you, 
One drop of blood, he said. 


He died and He went down to hell! You know 
not what you mean. 

Our rafters were of green fir. Also our beds 
^ere gre^n. 

ft 

3 
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The *^Lord of Misrule 

But out of the mouth of a fool, a fool, before 
the darkness fall, 

I ' 

We tell you He is risen again, 

The Lord of Life is risen again, 

The boughs put forth their tender buds, and 
Love is Lord of all! , 

He bowed his head. He stood so still. 
They bowed their heads as well. 

And softly from the organ-loft 
I'he song began to swell. 

Come up with blood-red streamers, 

The reeds began the strain. 

The vox humana peakd on high, 

The Spring is risen again / 

The vox angelica replied— The shadows flee away / 
Our house-beams were of cedar. Come in,*with 
boughs of may ! 

The diapason deepened it— Before the darkness fall, 
We tell you He is risen again ! ' « 

Our God hath burst His prison again / « 
Christ is risen, is risen again; and Love is Lord 
of all. 
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THE REPEAL 


I DREAMED the Eternal had repealed 
His cosmic code of law last night. 
t)ur prayers had made the Unchanging yield. 
Caprice was king from depth to height. 

On Beachy Head a shouting throng 
Had fired a beacon to proclaim 
Their licence. With unmeasured song 
They proved it, dancing in the flame. 

They quarrelled. One desired the sun, 

And one desired the stars to shine. 

They closed and wrestled and burned as one, 
And the white chalk grew red as wine. 

The furnace licked and purred and rolled, 

A laughing child held up its hands 
Like dreadful torches, dropping gold ; 

For jpain was dead at their commands. 



'f'he Repeal 

Painless and wild as clouds they burned, 
Till the restricted Rose of Day * 
With all its glorious laws returned, 

And the wind blew their ashes away. 
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THE SACRED OAK 

{A Song of Britain) 


I 


V OICE of the summer stars that, long ago, 
Sang thro’ the old oak-forests of our isle, 
Enchanted voice, pure as her falling snow, 

Dark as her storms, bright as her sunniest 
smile, 

Taliessin, voice of Britain, the fierce flow 

Of fourteen hundred years has whelmed not 
‘thee ! 

Still art thou singing, lavrock of her morn. 
Singing to heaven in that first golden glow. 
Singing above her mountains and her sea. 

Not older yet are grown 
Thy four winds in their moan 
For Urien. Still thy charlock blooms in the 
billowing corn. 
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The Sacred Oak 


II 

Thy dew is bright upon this beechen spray. 

Spring wakes thy harp ! I hear—I see—again, 
Thy wild steeds foaming thro’ the crimson fray 
The raven on the white breast of thy slain. 

The tumult of thy chariots, far away, 

The weeping in the glens, the lustrous haif , 
Dishevelled o’er the stricken eagle’s fall, 

And in thy Druid groves, at fall of day 

One gift that Britain gave her valorous there, 
One gift of lordlier pride 
Than aught—save to have died— 
One spray of the sacred oak, they coveted 
most of all. 


Ill 

I watch thy nested brambles growing green : 

O strange, across that misty waste of yearsjr 
To glimpse the shadowy thrush that thou hast 
seen, 

To touch, across the ages, touch with fears 
The ferns that hide thee with their fairy screen^ 
Or only hear them rustling in the dawn ; 

And—as a dreamer waking—in thy^words, ^ 

38 



The Sacred Oak 


For all the golden clouds that drowse between, 
To f^el the veil of centuries withdrawn, 

• To feel thy sun re-risen • 
Unbuild our shadowy prison 
And hear on thy fresh boughs the carol of 
waking birds. 


IV 

O, happy voice, born in that far, clear time, 

Over thy single harp thy simple strain 
Attuned all life for Britain to the chime 
Of viking oars and the sea’s dark refrain, 

And thine own beating heart, and the sublime 

Measure to which the moons and stars revolve 

^ • 

Untroubled by the storms that, year by year. 
In ever-swelling symphonies stiU climb 
To embrace our growing world and to resolve 
Discords unknown to thee. 

In the infinite harmony 
Wffich still transcends our strife and leaves 
us darkling here. 




« 


39 



The Sacred Oak. 


V 

For, n(5w, one sings of heaven and one of liell, 

One soars with hope, one plunges to despair. 
This, trembling, doubts if aught be ill or well; 
And that cries “ fair is foul and foul is fair ; ” 

t. 

And this cries “ forward, though I cannot tell 
Whither, and all too surely all things die ; 

And that sighs “ rest, then, sleep and take 
thine ease,” 

One sings his country and one rings its knell. 

One hymns mankind, one dwarfs them with the 
sky ! 

O, Britain, let thy soul 
Once more command the whole. 

Once more command the strings 'of thft 
world-wide harmony. 

VI 

For hark! One sings ^he gods, the gods ere 
dead I 

Man triumfhs! And hark— Blind Space his ^ 
funeral urn I 
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And hark, one whispers with reverted head 
T6*the old dead gods —Bring hack our heaven^ 
* return! * 

Ai^d hark, one moans —The ancient order is fled, 
We are children of blind chance and vacant 
dreams ! 

Heed not mine utterance—that was chance- 

« 

* born too / 

And hark, the answer of Science —All they said, 
T our fathers, in that old time, lit by gleams 
Of what their hearts could feel. 

The rolling years reveal 
As fragments of one law, one covenant, simply 
true. 


VII 

1 flnd, she cries, in all this march of time 

And space, no gulf, no break, nothing that mars 
Its unity. I watch the primal slime 
^Lift*Athens like a flower to greet the stars ! 

I flash my messages from clime to clime, 

I link the increasing world from depth to height! 
Not^yet ye see the wonder that draws nigh, 
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When at some sudden contact^ some sublime 
touchy as of memoryy all this boundless nighi 
Wherein ye grope entombed 
Shall, by that touch illumed. 

Like one electric City shine from sky to sky. 


VIII 

No longer then the memories that ye hold 
Dark in your brain shall slumber, Te shall see 

7hat City whose gates are more than pearl or 
gold 

And all its towers firm as Eternity. 

‘The stones of the earth have cried to it from of 
old/ 

Why will ye turn from Him who reigns above ' 
Because your highest words fall short ? Kneel 
—call 

On Him whose Name—I AM—doth still enfold 
Pasty present, future, memory, hope and love ! 

No seed falls fruitless there. 

Beyond your Father’s care— 

The old covenant still holds fast —no bird, no 
leaf can fall. 
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O Time, thou mask of the ever-living Soul, 

Thou veil to shield us from that blinding Face, 
Thou’rt wearing thin ! We are nearer to the goal 
, When man no more shall need thj^ saving 
. grace, 

But all the folded years like one great scroll 
Shall be unrolled in the omnipresent Now, 
And He that saith I AM unseal the tomb. 
Nearer His thunders and His trumpets roll, 

I catch the gleam that lit thy lifted brow, 

O singer whose wild eyes 
Possess these April skies, 

I touch—I clasp thy hands thro’ all the 
clouds of doom. 


X 

Teach thou our living choirs amid the sound 
•Of tBeir tempestuous chords once more to hear 
That harmony wherewith the whole is crowned. 
The singing heavens that sphere by choral 
sghere 
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Break open, height o’er height, to the utmost 
bound •* 

Of passionate thought! O, as this glorious 
land. 

This sacred country shining on the sea 
Grows mightier, let not her clear voice Ije 
drowned ^ 

In the fierce waves of faction. Let her stand 
A beacon to the blind, 

A signal to mankind ! 

A witness to the heavens’ profoundest unity. 


XI 

Her altars are forgotten and her creeds 
Dust, and her soul foregoes the lesser Cross ! 
O, point her to the greater ! Her heart bleedb 
Still, where men simply feel some vague deep 
loss; 

Their hands grope earthward, knowing n6t what 
she needs! c 

We would not call her back in this great hour ! 
Nay, upward, onward, to the heights untrod 
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Signal us, living voices, by those deeds 
Of all her deathless heroes, by the Power 
* That still, still walks her wave*s, 

Still chastens her, still saves, 

Signal us, not to the dead, but to the living 
God. 

XII 

Signal us with that watchword of the deep, 

The watchword that her boldest seamen gave 
The winds of the unknown ocean-sea to keep, 
When round their oaken walls the midnight 
wave 

Heaved and subsided in gigantic sleep. 

And they plunged Westward with her flag 
unfurled 1 

Hark, o’er their cloudy sails and glimmering 
spars, 

The watch cries, as they proudly onward sweep,— 
Before the world . . . AlVs well! . . . Before 
the world . . . 

From mast to calling mast 
The counter-cry goes past— 

Before the world was God I —it rings against 
the stars. 
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XIII 

Signal lis o’er the little heavens of gold 
With that heroic signal Nelson knew 
When, thro’ the thunder and flame that round 
him rolled 

r 

He pointed to the dream that still held true ! 
Cry o’er the warring nations, cry as of old 
little child shall lead them / they shall be 
One people under the shadow of God^s wing ! 
There shall be no more weeping / Let it be told 
That Britain set one foot upon the sea, 

One foot on the earth ! Her eyes 
Burned thro’ the conquered skies, 
And, as the angel of God, she bade the 
whole world sing. 


XIV 

A dream ? Nay, have ye heard or have ye 
known ' « 

That the everlasting God who made the ends^ 
Of all creation wearieth ? His worlds groan 
Together in travail still. Still He descends ^ 
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IV 

From heaven. The increasing worlds are still 
* • His throne 

Aifd His creative Calvary and His tomb 
Through which He sinks, dies, triumphs 
with each and all, 

^nd ascends, multitudinous and at one 
With all the hosts of His evolving doom. 

His vast redeeming strife, 

His everlasting life. 

His love, beyond which not one bird, one 
leaf can fall. 


XV 

And hark, His whispers thro^ creation flow, 

Lovest thou Me ? His nations answer “ yea ! ” 
And —Feed my Iambs, His voice as long ago 
•Steals from that highest heaven, how far 
away! 

And yet again saith —Lovest thou Me f and “ O 
• ThcAi knowest we love Thee,” passionately 
we cry : 

But, heeding not our tumult, out of the 
deep 
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The great grave whisper, pitiful and low, 

Breathes —Feed My shee^p ; and yet once more 
the sky 

Thrills with that deep strange plea, 
Lovest thou, lovest thou Me ? 

And our lips answer “ yea ” ; but our God— 
Feed My sheep. 


XVI 

O sink not yet beneath the exceeding weight 
Of splendour, thou still single-hearted voice 
Of Britain. Droop not earthward now to freight 
Thy soul with fragments of the song, rejoice 
In no faint flights of music that create 
Low heavens o’er-arched by skies without a star, 
Nor sink in the easier gulfs of shallower pain ! 
Sing thou in the whole majesty of thy fate, # 
Teach us thro’ joy, thro’ grief, thro’ peace, 
thro’ war, 

With single heart and soul 
Still, still to seek the goal. 

And thro’ our perishing heavens, point us to 
Heaven again. 
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XVII 

Voice erf the summer stars that long ago 
* Sang thro’ the old oak-forests of our isle, 

An ocean-music that thou ne’er couldst know 
Storms Heaven—O, keep us steadfast all the 
while; 

Notwiflly swayed by tides that ebb and flow, 

But strong to embrace the whole vast symphony 
Wherein no note (no bird, no leaf) can fall 
Beyond His care, to enfold it all as though 
Thy single harp were ours, its unity 
In battle like one sword. 

And O, its one reward 
One spray of the sacred oak, still coveted 
. •most of all. 


4 
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THE TRUMPET OF THE LAW 

{Phi Beta Kappa Poem^ read at Harvard 
University^ 1915 ) 

M USIC is dead. An age, an age is dying! 

Shreds of Uranian song, wild symphonies 
Tortured by moans of butchered innocents. 

Blow past us on the wind. Chaos resumes 
His kingdom. All the visions of the world, 

The visions that were music, being shaped 
By law, moving in measure, treading the road 
That suns and systems tread, O who can hear 
Their music now t Urania bows her head. 

Only the feet that move in order dance, 

Only the mind attuned to that dread pulse 
Of law, throughout the universe, can sing. 

Only the soul that plays its rhythmic part 
In that great measure of the tides and suns 
Terrestrial and celestial, till it soar 
Into the supreme melodies of heaven, 

SO 



The Trumpet of the Law 

Only that soul, climbing the splendid road 

Of law,*trom height to height, may walk with God 

_ » 

Shape fls own sphere from chaos, conquer death. 

Lay hold on life and liberty, and sing. 

Yet, since at least, the fleshly heart must beat 
In*mcasurc, and no new rebellion breaks 
Thi^t^ld restriction, murmurs reach it still. 
Rumours of that vast music which resolves 
Our discurds, and to this, to this attuned. 
Though blindly, it responds, in notes like these : 

There was a song in heaven of old, 

A song the choral seven began. 

When God with all His chariots rolled 
The tides of chaos back for man, 

’When suns revolved and planets wheeled. 

And the great oceans ebbed and flowed, 
Inhere is one way of life^ it pealed, 

T he road of law^ the unchanging road. 

The Tfumpet of the Law resounds 
And we behold, from depth to height, 
What glittering sentries walk their rounds, 
What ordered hosts patrol the night, 
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While wheeling worlds proclaim to us, 

Captained by Thee, thro’ nights unkpibwn,— 
Glory that would he glorious * 

Must keep Thy law to find its own. 


Beyond rebellion, past caprice, 

*ii 

From heavens that comprehend all change, 
All space, all time, till time shall cease, 

The Trumpet rings to souls that range, 

To souls that in wild dreams annul 

Thy word, confessed by wood and stone,— 
Beauty that would he beautiful 

Must keep Thy law to find its own. 


He that can shake it, will he thrust 
His careless hands into the fire ? 

He that would break it, shall we trust 
The sun to rise at his desire ? 
Constant above our discontent, ** 
The Trumpet peals in sterner tone,- 
Might that would he omnipotent 
Must keep Thy law to find its own. 



The Trumpet of the Law 

Ah, though beneath unpitying spheres 
UAjeckoned seems our human cry, 

In Tliy deep law, beyond the years, 

. Abides the Eternal memory. 

Thy law is light, to eyes grown dull 
Dreaming of worlds like bubbles blown ; 

And Mercy that is merciful 
^Shall keef Thy law and find its own. 

Unchanging God, by that one Light 

Through which wc grope to 'Eruth and Thee, 

Confound not yet our day with night, 

Break not the measures of Thy sea. 

Hear not, though grief for chaos cry 
Or rail at Thine unanswering throne. 

*^hy l%w, Thy law, is Liberty 

And, in Thy law we find our own. 

So, to Uranian music, rose our world. 

The boughs put forth, the young leaves groped for 
^ light. 

The wild flower spread its petals as in prayer. 

Then, for terrestrial ears, vast discords rose,— 

The struggle in the jungle, clashing themes 
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That strove for mastery ; but, above them all, 
Ever the mightier measure of the suns 
Resolved them into broader harmonies, • 

That fought again for mastery. The night 
Buried the mastodon. The warring tribes 
Of men were merged in nations. Wider laws 
Embraced them. Man no longer fought with 
man, • 

Though nation warred with nation. Hatred fell 
Before the gaze of love. For in an hour 
When, by the law of might, mankind could rise 
No higher, into the deepening music stole, 

A loftier theme, a law that gathered all 
The laws of earth into its broadening breast 
And moved like one full river to the sea. 

The law of Love. The sun stood dark at noon**. 
Dark as the moon before this mightier power, 
And a Voice rang across the blood-stained earth, 
1 am the Way^ the ^ruthy the Life, the Light, 

We heard it, and we did not hear. In dreams 
We caught a thousand fragments of the strain, 
But never wholly heard it. We moved on, 
Obeying it a little, till our world 
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Became so vast, that we could only hear 
Stray iljtes, a golden phrase, a sorrowful cry, 
Never the rounded glory of the whole. 
iiSo one would sing of death, one of despair, 

And one, knowing that God was more than man, 
Knowing that the Eternal Power, behind 
Our universe, was more than man, would shrink 
From crowning Him with human attributes, 

And so bereft Him of the highest we knew, 

Love, justice, thought, and personality, 

And made Him less than man; made Him a blind 
Unweeting force, less than the best in man, 

Less than the best that He Himself had made. 

Yet though from earth we could no longer hear. 
As froiA a central throne, the harmonies 
Of the revolving whole ; yet though from earth 
And from earth’s Calvary the central scene 
Withdrew to dreadful depths beyond our ken— 
Withdrew to some deep Calvary at the heart 
Of*all creation ; yet, O yet, we heard 
Hints of that awful music from afar, 

Echoes that murmured from eternity, 

' I am the Way, the Truth, the Life, the Light / 
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And still the eternal passion undiscerned 
Moved like a purple shadow through ourj^rorld ; 
While we, in intellectual chaos, raised * 

The ancient cry, Not this man, hut Barabhas / . 
Then Might grew Right once more, for who could 
hold 

« 

The Right, when the rebellious hearts of men, 
Finding the Law too hard in life and thouglit 
And art, proclaimed that right was born bf 
chance, 

Born out of nothingness and doomed at last 
To nothingness ; while all that men have held 
Better than dust—love, honour, justice, truth— 
Was less than dust, for the blind dust endures; 
But love, they said, and the proud soul of man, 
Die with the breath, before the flesh decays. 

And still, amidst the chaos. Love was born 
Suffered and died; and in a myriad forms, 

A myriad parables of the Eternal Christ 
Unfolded their deep message to mankind. 

So, on this last wild winter of His birth,* « 
Though cannon rocked His cradle, heaven might 
hear, 

Once more, the Mother and her infant child. 
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Will the Five Clock-Towers chime to-night ? 

—‘Ijhild, the red earth would shake with 
Scorn.— 

But will the Emperors laugh outright 
If Roland rings that Christ is horn ?— 

belfries pealed for that pure birth. 

• There were no high-stalled choirs to sing. 

.The blood of children smoked on earth ; 

For Herod, in those days, was king.— 

0, then the Mother and her Son 
Were refugees that Christmas, too ?— 

Through all the ages, little one, 

That strange old story still comes true.— 

Was there no peace in Bethlehem ?— 

Yes. There was Love in one poor inn ; 

Arid, while His wings were over them, 

They heard those deeper songs begin.— 

What*songs were they ? What songs were they ? 

Did stars of shrapnel shed their light ?— 

O, little child, I have lost the way, 

I cannot find that inn to-night.— 
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Is there no peace, then, anywhere ?— 

Perhaps, where some poor soldier lies 

With all his wounds in front, out there.— 

You weep ?—He had your innocent eyes.— 

Yhen is it true that Christas a slave. 

Whom all these wrongs can never rouse ?— 

They said it. But His anger drave 
The money-changers from His House.— 

Yet He forgave and turned away .— 

Yes, unto seventy times and seven. 

But they forget. He comes one day 
In power, among the clouds of heaven.— 

The Roland rings P —Yes, little son, 

With iron hammers they dare not scorn. 

Roland is breaking them, gun by gun. 

Roland is ringing. Christ is born. 

Born and re-born ; for though the Christ we knev^ 

On earth be dead for ever, who shall kill 

The Eternal Christ whose law is in our hearts, 

Christ, who in this dark hour descends to hell, 



The Trumpet of the Law 

And ascends into heaven, and sits beside 
The*jight hand of the Father. If for men 
His taw be dead, it lives for children still, 
Children whom men have butchered see His face, 
Rest in His arms, and strike our mockery dumb. 
So shall the Trumpet of the Law resound 
Through all the ages, telling of that child 
Wfiose outstretched arms in Belgium speak for 
God. 

They crucified a Man of old. 

The thorns arc shrivelled on His brow. 
Prophet or fool or God, behold, 

They crucify Thy children now ! 

Tl^ey doubted evil, doubted good, 

And the eternal heavens as well. 

Behold, the iron and the blood, 

The visible handiwork of Hell. 


Fast to the cross they found it there, 

They found it iii the village street,— 

A naked child, with sun-kissed hair, 

The nails were through its hands and feet. 
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For Christ was dead, yes, Christ was dead ! 

O Lamb of God, O, little one, 

I kneel before your cross instead, 

And the same shadow veils the sun. . . . 


And the same shadow veils the sun. 


And they, who did this deed, had they been 
wronged 

Were offered justice, and not once, nor twice, 

But many times ; and they rejected it 
For this, to slaughter and to crucify. 

O, yet in this dark hour of agony 
Those thin sad outstretched arms conquer the 
world. 

And we believe, help thou our unbelief, 

That since the noblest part of man is less 
Than that eternal Fount from which it came, 
There is a Power above the mightiest State, 

The unconquerable minister of law, 

Which shall dispense the justice they deny 
And show the mercy that they have not 
shown. 
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And you, O land, O beautiful land of Freedom, 
Hold^fast the faith which made and keeps you 
^reat. 

With you, with you abide the faith and hope, 

In this dark hour, of agonised mankind. 

Hold to that law whereby the warring tribes 
Were merged in nations, hold to that wide law 
Wfiich bids you merge the nations, here and now, 
Into one people. Hold to that deep law 
Whereby wc reach the peace which is not death 
But the triumphant harmony of Life, 

Eternal Life, immortal Love, the peace 
Of worlds that sing around the throne of God. 
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A SPELL 


(^An Excellent Way to get a Fairy) 


G ather, first, in your left hand 
(This must be at fall of day) 
Forty grains of wild sea-sand 
Where you think a mermaid lay. 

I have heard that it is best 

If you gather it, warm and sweet. 
Out of the dint of her left breast 
Where you see her heart has beat. 

Out of the dint in that sweet sand 
Gather forty grains, I say ; 

ITet—if it fail you — understand. 
There remains a better way. 

Out of this you melt your glass 

While the veils of night are drawn. 
Whispering, till the shadows pass, 
Nixie — pixie—leprechaun I ” 
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Then you blow your magic vial. 

Shape it like a crescent moon. 

Set it up and make your trial. 

Singing, “ Elaby^ ah, come soon ! ” 

Round the cloudy crescent go. 

On the hill'-top, in the dawn. 
Singing softly, on tip-toe, 

Elahy Qathon / Elaby Gathon / 
Nixie — pixie—leprechaun I ” 

Bring the blood of a white hen 
Slaughtered at the break of day, 
While the cock, in the fairy glen, 
Thrusts his gold neck every way. 
Over the brambles, peering, calling, 
Under the ferns, with a sudden fear. 
Far and wide—as the dews are falling— 
Clamouring, calling, everywhere. 

Round the crimson vial go. 

On the hill-top, in the dawn. 
Singing softly, on tip-toe 

Nixie — pixie—leprechaun / ” 

If this fail, at break of day, 

I can show you a better way, 
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Bring the buds of the hazel-copse. 

Where two lovers kissed at noon ; 

Bring the crushed red wild-thyme tops • 
Where they murmured under the moon. 
Bring the four-leaved clover also, 

One of the white, and one of the red. 
Bring the flakes of the May that fall so 
Lightly over their bridal bed. 


DfO'p them into the vial — so — 

On the hill-topy in the dawn^ 
Singing softly^ on tip-toe^ 

“ Nixie — pixie—leprechaun ! ” 
And^ if once will not suffice^ 

Do it thrice ! 

If this fail, at break of day, 

There remains a better way. 


Bring an old and crippled child 
— Ah, tread sof tly, on tip-toe /— 
Tattered, tearless, wonder-wild, 

From that under-world below, 
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Bring a wizened child of seven 
Reeking from the City slime, 

©ut of hell into your heaven. 

Set her knee-deep in the thyme. 

Feed her—clothe her—even so I 
Set her on a fairy-throne. 

When her eyes begin to glow 
Leave her for an hour — alone. 

You shall need no spells or charms. 

On that hill-top, in that dawn. 

When she lifts her wasted arms, 

You shall see a veil withdrawn. 

T^^here shall be no veil between them, 
Though her head be old and wise ! 

You shall know that she has seen them 
By the glory in her eyes. 

Round her irons on that hill 
Earth has tossed a fairy fire : 

Watch^ and listen^ and be stilly 
Lest you baulk your own desire, 
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When she sees four azure wings 
Light upon her claw-like hand*^ 

When she lifts her head and sings', 

You shall hear and understand : 

You shall hear a bugle calling 

Wildly over the dew-dashed down ; 
And a sound as of the falling 
Ramparts of a conquered town. 

You shall hear a sound like thunder ; 

And a veil shall be withdrawn^ 
When her eyes grow wide with wonde^^ 
On that hill-tof^ in that dawn. 
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CRIMSON SAILS 


TyfTHEN Salomon sailed from Ophir 
r The clouds of Sussex thyme 
That crown the cliffs in mid-July 
Were all we needed—you and I— 

But Salomon sailed from Ophir ^ 

And broken bits of rhyme 
Blew to us on the white chalk coast 
From O, what elfin clime ? 


A peacock butterfly flaunted 
Its four great crimson wings, 

As over the edge of the chalk it flew 
Black as a ship on the Channel blue .... 
fF hen Salomon sailed from Ophir ^— 

He brought, as the high sun brings, 
Honey and spice to the Queen of the South, 
Sussex or Saba, a song for her mouth, 
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r 

Sweet as the dawn-wind over the downs 
And the tall white cliffs that the wild thyme 
crowns * 

A song that the whole sky sings :— 


When Salomon sailed from Ophir, 

With OUiphants and gold, 

The kings went up, the kings went down, 
Trying to match King Salomon’s crown, 
But Salomon sacked the sunset, 

Wherever his black ships rolled. 

He rolled it up like a crimson cloth, 

And crammed it into his hold. 

Chorus : Salomon sacked the sunset! 

* 

Salomon sacked the sunset! 

He rolled it up like a crimson cloth, 
And crammed it into his hold. 


His masts were Lebanon cedars. 

His sheets were singing blue, 

But that was never the reason why 
He stuffed his hold with the sunset sky ! 



Crimson Sails 


The kings could cut their cedars, 

And aail from Ophir, too; 

But Salomon packed his heart with dreams, 

* 'And all the dreams were true. 

Chorus : The kings could cut their cedars, 

Cut their Lebanon cedars ; 

* But Salomon packed his heart with dreams, 
And all the dreams were true. 


When Salomon sailed from Ophir, 

He sailed not as a king. 

The kings—they weltered to and fro. 

Tossed wherever the winds could blow ; 

But Salomon’s tawny seamen 
Could lift their heads and sing, 
l^ill all their crowded clouds of sail 
Grew sweeter than the Spring. 

Chorus .‘•Their singing sheets grew sweeter, 
Their crowded clouds grew sweeter, 
For Salomon’s tawny seamen, sirs, 
Could lift their heads and sing : 

69 



Crimson Sails 


When Salomon sailed from Ophir 
With crimson sails so tall, 

The kings went up, the kings went down, 
Trying to match King Salomon’s crown ; 
But Salomon brought the sunset, 

To hang on his Temple wall; 

He rolled it up like a crimson cloth, 

So his was better than all. 

Chorus : Salomon gat the sunset 
Salomon gat the sunset 
He carried it like a crimson cloth 
To hang on his Temple wall. 
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THE RIVER OF STARS 

{A tale of Niagara) 


r HE lights of a hundred cities are fed by its 
midnight power. 

Their wheels are moved by its thunder. But they^ 
too, have their hour. 

The tale of the Indian lovers, a cry from the years 
that are flown. 

While the river of stars is rolling. 

Rolling away to the darkness. 

Abides with the power in the midnight, where love 
may find its own. 


ShsE wattKed from the Huron tents, till the first 
star shook in the air. 

The sweet pine scented her fawn-skins, and 

breathed from her braided hair. 

• • 
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Her crown was of dark blue wampum, because 
of the tryst she would keep, 

Beyond the river of beauty 
That drifted away in the darkness 
Drawing the sunset thro’ lilies, with eyes like 
stars, to the deep. 


He watched, like a tall young wood-god, from 
the red pine that she named ; 

But not for the peril behind him, where the eyes 
of the Mohawks flamed. 

Eagle-plumed he stood. But his heart was 
hunting afar. 

Where the river of longing whispered .... 

And one swift shaft from the darkness 

Felled him, her name in his death-cry, his eyes 
on the sunset star. 


She stole from the river and listened. The 
moon on her wet skin shone. 

As a silver birch in a pine-wood, her beauty 
flashed and was gone. 
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There was no wave in the forest. The dark arms 
clcfsed her round. 

But the river of life went flowing, 

Flowing away to the darkness, 

For her breast grew red with his heart’s blood, in 
a night where the stars arc drowned. 


7each me, 0 my lover, as you taught me of love 
in a day, 

^each me of death, and for ever, and set my feet 
on the way, 

To the land of the happy shadows, the land where 
you are flown. 

—And the river of death went weeping, 
Weeping away to the darkness.— 

Is the hunting good, my lover, so good that you 
hunt alofte ? 


•She tbse to her feet like a shadow. She sent a 
cry thro’ the night, 

Sa-sa-kuon, the death-whoop, that tells of triumph 
in fight. 
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The River of Stars 


It broke from the bell of her mouth like the cry 
of a wounded bird, 

But the river of agony swelled it 
And swept it along to the darkness, 

And the Mohawks, couched in the darkness, 
leapt to their feet as they heard. 


Close as the ring of the clouds that menace the 
moon with death, 

At once they circled her round. Her bright 
breast panted for breath. 

With only her own wild glory keeping the wolves 
at bay, 

While the river of parting whispered. 
Whispered away to the darkness, 

She looked in their eyes for a moment, and 
strove for a word to say. 


l^each me^ O my lover I —She set her foot bn the 
dead. 

She laughed on the painted faces with their 
rings of yellow and red,— 
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The River of Stars 


I thank you^ wolves of the Mohawk, for a womarCs 
hands might fail .— 

—And the river of vengeance chuckled, 
Chuckled away to the darkness,— 

But ye have killed where I hunted. 1 have come 
^ to the end of my trail. 


1 thank you, braves of the Mohawk, who laid this 
thief at my feet. 

He tore my heart out living, and tossed it his dogs 
to eat. 

Te have taught him of death in a moment, as he 
taught me of love in a day. 

—And the river of passion deepened, 

Deepened and rushed to the darkness.— 

And yet may a woman requite you, and set your 
feet on the way. 


^or t^e woman that sfits in my face, and the 
shaven heads that gibe, 

This night shall a woman show you the tents of 

the Huron tribe. 

0 • 
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The River of Stars 


^hey are lodged in a deep valley. With all things 
good it abounds. ^ 

e 

Where the red~eyed, green^mooned river 
Glides like a snake to the darkness^ 

I tvill show you a valley, Mohawks, like the Happy 
Hunting Grounds. 


Follow / They chuckled, and followed like wolves 
to the glittering stream. 

Shadows obeying a shadow, they launched their 
canoes in a dream. 

Alone, in the first, with the blood on her breast, 
and her dark blue crown, 

She stood. She smiled at them. Follow, 
Then urged her canoe to the darkness. 

And, silently flashing their paddles, the Mohawks 
followed her down. 


And now—as they slid thro’ the pine-Voodftf 
with their peaks of midnight blue, 

She heard, in the broadening distance, the deep 
sound that she knew, 
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The River of Stars 


A mutter of steady thunder that grew as they 
gfanced along; 

*But ever she glanced before them 
And danced away to the darkness, 

And or ever they heard it rightly, she raised her 
voice in a song :— 


^he wind from the Isles of the Blessed^ it blows 
across the foam. 

It sings in the flowing maples of the land that was 
my home. 

Where the moose is a moralng^s hunt^ and the 
buffalo feeds from the hand .— 

And the river of mockery broadened, 

• Broadened and rolled to the darkness— 
And the green maize lifts its feathers^ and laughs 
the snow jrom the land. 


•The Aver broadened and quickened. 'Fhere was 
nought but river and sky. 

The shores were lost in the darkness. She laughed 
and lifted a cry : 
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The River of Stars 


Follow me! Sa-sa-kuon! Swifter and swifter 
they swirled— ^ 

And the flood of their doom went flying, 
Flying away to the darkness, 

Follow me, follow me, Mohawks, ye are shooting the 
edge of the world. 

They struggled like snakes to return. Like 
straws they were whirled on her track. 

For the whole flood swooped to that edge where 
the unplumbed night dropt black, 

The whole flood dropt to a thunder in an un¬ 
plumbed hell beneath, 

And over the gulf of the thunder 
A mountain of spray from the darkness 

Rose and stood in the heavens, like a shrouded 
image of death. 

She rushed like a star before them, llie-mooh 
on her glorying shone. 

Feach me, O my lover, —her cry flashed out and 
was gone. 
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The River of Stars 

A moment they battled behind her. They 
lalhed with their paddles and lunged ; 

•Then the Mohawks, turning their faces 
Like a blood-stained cloud to the dark¬ 
ness, 

Over the edge of Niagara swept together and 
plunged. 

And the lights of a hundred cities are pd by the 
ancient power ; 

But a cry returns with the midnight; for they^ 
too^ have their hour. 

^each me, O my lover, as you taught me of love 
in a day, 

—While the river of stars is rolling, 

• Rolling away to the darkness ^— 

l^each me of death, and for ever, and set my feet 
on the way / 
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A KNIGHT OF OLD JAPAN 


M ake me a stave of song, the Master said, 
On yonder cherry-bough, whose white 
and red 

Hangs in the sunset over those green seas. 

The young knight looked upon his untried blade, 
Then shrugged his wings of gold and blue 
brocade : 

How should a warrior flay with thoughts like 
these ? 

Fresh from the battle, in that self-same hour, 

A mail-clad warrior watched each delicate flower 
Close in that cloud of beauty against the West. 
Drinking the last deep light, he watched it long. 
He raised his face as if to pray. T^he strongs 
The Master whispered, are the tenderest,^ 
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BEYOND DEATH 

I 

I N lonely bays 

Where Love runs wild, 

All among the flowering grasses, 

Where light, light, light, as a sea-bird’s wing 
The chuckle of the child-god passes, 

O, to awake, to shake away the night 
And find you dreaming there. 

On the other side of death, with the sea-wind 
bidding round you, 

And the scent of the thyme in your hair. 


II 

Tho’ beauty perish, 

Perish like a flower. 

And song be an idle breath, 
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Beyond Death 

Tho’ heaven be a dream, and youth for but an 
hour, 

And life much less than death, 

And the Maker less than that He made, 

And hope less than despair. 

If Death have shores where Love runs wild 
I think you might be there. 


Ill 


Re-born, re-born 
From the splendid sea. 

There should you awake and sing, 

With every supple sweet from the head to the 
feet 

I 

Modelled like a wood-dove’s wing,— 

O, to awake, to shake away the night, 

And find you happy there, 

On the other side of death, with the sea-wind 
blowing round you. 

And the scent of the thyme in your hair. 
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THE STRANGE GUEST 


Y OU cannot leave a new house 
With any open door. 

But a strange guest will enter it 
And never leave it more. 


Build it on a waste land. 
Dreary as a sin. 

Leave her but a broken gate, 
And Beauty will come in. 

Build it all of scarlet brick. 

Work your wicked will. 
Dump it on an ash-heap 
Then—O then, be still. 

Si^and watch your new house. 

Leave an open door. 

A strange guest will enter it 
And never leave it more. 
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Xhe Strange Guest 

She will make your raw wood 
Mellower than gold. 

She will take your new lamps 
And sell them for old. 


She will crumble all your pride, 
.^J8reak your folly down. 

Much that you rejected 
She will bless and crown. 


She will rust your naked roof. 
Split your pavement through, 
JDip her brush in sun and moon 
And colour it an'^w. 


Leave her but a window 
Wide CO wind and rain. 

You shall find her foot-steps 
When you come again. 

Though she keep you wailings 
Many months or years. 

She shall stain and make it 
Beautiful with tears. 
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The Strange Guest 

She shall hurt and heal it. 
Soften it and save. 

Blessing it, until it stand 
Stronger than the grave. 

T*ou caftnot league a neu) house 
With any open door^ 

But a strange guest zvill enter it 
^nd nez/er leazfe it ntore^ 
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GHOSTS 

O TO creep in by candle-light, 

When all the world is fast asleep, * 
Out of the cold winds, out of the night. 

Where the nettles wave and the rains weep ! 
O, to creep in, lifting the latch 
So quietly that no soul could hear. 

And, at those embers in the gloom, 

Quietly light one careful match— 

You should not hear it, have no fear— 

And light the candle and look round# 

The old familiar room ; 

I'o see the old books upon the wall 
And lovingly take one down again, 

And hear—O, strange to those that lay 
So patiently underground— 

The ticking of the clock, the sound 
Of clicking embers . . . 

watch the play 
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Ghosts 


Of shadows . . . 

\ till the implacable call 

Or mofning turn our faces grey ; 

, And, or ever we go, we lift and kiss 
Some idle thing that your hands may touch, 
Some paper or book that your hands let fall, 
And we never—when living—^had cared so much 
As to glance upon twice . . . 

But now, O bliss 

To kiss and to cherish it, moaning our pain, 

Ere we creep to the silence again. 
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THE DAY OF REMEMBRANCE 


D azzle of the sea, azure of the sky, glitter 
of the dew on the grass, 

Pass to Oblivion 
In the darkness 

With all that ever is or ever was. 


Yet, O flocks of cloud with your violet shadows, 
O white may crowding o’er the lane, 
The Shepherd that drives you 
To the darkness 

Shall lead you thro’ the crimson dawn again. 


Bear your load of beauty to the sunset, and the 
golden gates of death. 

The Eternal shall remember 
In the darkness 

And recall you at a word, at a breath. 



The Day of Remembrance 

Even as the mind of a man may remember his 
lost and linkless hours, 

This world that is scattered 
To the darkness 

Dismembered and dis-petalled, clouds and 
flowers, 

Cities, suns, and systems, as He said of old, they 
sleep ! Not a bird, not a leaf shall 
pass by, 

But on the day of remembrance 
In the darkness, 

In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, 

They shall flash to their places in the music of 
* the whole, even as our fathers said 1 
For a Power shall remember 
In the darkness, 

And the universal sea give up her dead. 
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THE HILL-FLOWERS 


1 



OVING through the dew, moving through 
the dew, 


Ere 1 waken in the city — Life, thy dawn makes 
all things new ! 

And up a fir-clad glen, far from all the haunts of 
men. 

Up a glen among the mountains, O, my feet are 
wings again ! 


Moving through the dew, moving through the 
dew, 

O mountains of my boyhood, I come again 

to you, c. 

By the little path I know, with the sea far below, 

And above, the great cloud-galleons with their 

sails of rose and snow ; 
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The Hill-Flowers 

As of old, when all was young, and the earth a 
•§ong unsung. 

And the heather through the crimson dawn its 
Eden incense flung 

From the mountain-heights of joy, for a careless- 
hearted boy, 

*And the lavrocks rose like fountain sprays of 
• bliss that ne’er could cloy, 


From their little beds of bloom, from the golden 
gorse and broom, 

With a song to God the Giver, o’er that waste 
of wild perfume ; 

Blowing from height to height, in a glory of 
great light. 

While the cottage-clustered valleys held the lilac 
last of night, 


go, wjicn dawn is in the skies, in a dream, a 
dream, I rise. 

And I follow my lost boyhood to the heights of 
Paradis e. 
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The Hill-Flowers 


Life, thy dawn makes all things new! Hills of 
Youth, I come to you, «' 

Moving through the dew, moving through'the 
dew. 


II 

Moving through the dew, moving through the 
dew, 

Floats a brother’s face to meet me ! Is it you ? 
Is it you ? 

For the night I leave behind keeps these dazzled 
eyes still blind! 

But O, the little hill-flowers, their scent is wise 
and kind; 

And I shall not lose the way from the darkness 
to the day. 

While dust can cling as their scent clings to 
memory for aye; 

And the least link in the chain can recall the whole 
again, 

And heaven at last resume its far-flung harvests, 
grain by grain. 
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The Hill-Flowers 


To the hill-flowers clings my dust, and tho’ 
^eyeless Death may thrust 

All'else into the darkness, in their heaven I put 
my trust; 

And a dawn shall bid me climb to the little spread 
of thyme 

I 

Where first I heard the ripple of the fountain- 

» heads of rhyme. 

And a fir-wood that 1 know, from dawn to sunset 
glow. 

Shall whisper to a lonely sea, that swings far, 
far below. 

Death, thy dawn makes all things new. Hills 
of Youth, I come to you, 

Moving through the dew, moving through the 
dew. 
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ON THE EMBANKMENT 


W ITHIN, it was colour and laughter,' 
warmth and wine. 

Without, it was darkness, hunger and bitter 
cold. 

Where those white globes on the wet Embank¬ 
ment shine. 

Greasing the Thames with gold. 

And was it a bundle of fog in the dark drew nigh ? 
A bundle of rags and bones it crept tc the 
light,~ 

A monstrous thing that coughed as it shuffled by, 
A shape of the shapeless night, 

Spawned as brown things that mimic ''their < 
mothering earth. 

Green creeping things that the grass lifts to 
the sun, 
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On the Embankment 

Out of its wrongs the City had brought to the 
*'tirth 

'?'he shape of those wrongs, in one. 

A woman, a woman whose lips had once been 
kissed, 

(It was Christmas Eve, and the bells began 
their chime !) 

She sank to a seat like a coughing bundle of mist 

Exhaled from the river-slime. 

Bells for the birth of Christ! She heard, and 
she thought— 

Vacantly—of her man, that was long since 
^ead, 

The smell of the Christmas food, and the drink 
they had bought 

Together, the year they were wed. 

She thought of their one-room home, and the 
night-long sigh 

Recalled, as he slept, of his breath in her 
loosened hair. 
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On the Embankment 

He slept. She opened her haggard eyes with a 
cry. 

But only the night was there. 

Nay, out of the formless night, at her furtive' 
glance, 

Crouched at the end of her cold wet bench,* 
there grew 

A bundle of fog, a bundle of rags that, perchance, 
Once was a woman, too. 

A huddled shape, a fungus of foul grey mist 
Spawned of the river, in peace and much good¬ 
will, 

And even the woman whose lips had once been 
kissed 

Wondered, it crouched so still. 

No breath, no shadow of breath in the lamp¬ 
light smoked, 

It crouched so still—that bunch at the bench’s 
end. ^ ^ 

She stretched her neck like a crow, then leaned 

and croaked 

A Merry Chfistmas, friend / ” 
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On the Embankment 


She rose, and peered, peered at its vacant eyes. 
Touched its cold claws. Its arms of knotted 
bone 

Were wands of ice ; like iron rods the thighs ; 
The left breast—like a stone. 

Far^ far along the rows of warmth and light 
The Christmas waits^ with cornet and bassoon. 
Carolled “ While shepherds watched their flocks 
by night,^^ 

The bells pealed to the moon. 

A bundle of rags and bones, a bundle of mist, 
And never a hell or heaven to hear or see, 

The woman, the woman whose lips had once 
beeh kissed, 

Knelt down feverishly. 

She plucked the shawl out of that frozen clutch. 
The dead are dead. Why should the living 
• freeie ? 

She touched the cold flesh that she feared to 
touch 

■ Kneeling upon her knees. 

• • 
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On the Embankment 


Her palsied hands unlaced the shoes—good 
shoes !— 

She tore them quick from the crooked yellow 
feet. 

If Death be generous, why should Life refuse 
To take, and pawn, and eat ? 

A heavy step drew nearer thro’ the mist. * 
She bundled them into the shawl. Her eyes 
were bright. 

The woman, the woman whose lips had once 
been kissed, 

Slunk, chuckling, thro’ the night. 
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THE IRON CROWN 


N ot memory’ o£ a vanished bliss. 
But suddenly to know, 

I had forgotten ! This, O this 
With iron crowned my woe : 


To know that on some midnight sea 
Whence none could lift the pall 
A drowning hand was waved to me, 
T hen—swept beyond recall. 
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ENCELADUS 


In the Black Country^ from a little window^ 

Before I slept, across the haggard wastes 
Of dust aiid ashes, I saw Titanic shafts . 

Like shadowy columns of wan-hope arise 
To waste, on the blear sky, their slow sad wreaths 
Of smoke, their infinitely sad slow prayers. 

Then, as night deepened, the blast-furnaces, 

Red smears upon the sulphurous blackness, turned 
All that sad region to a City of Dis, 

Where naked sweating giants all night long 
Bowed their strong necks, melted flesh, bhod and 
bone, 

T0 brim the dry ducts of the gods of gloom 
With terrible rivers, branches of living gold, 

O, like some tragic gesture of great souls 
In agony, those awful columns towered t 
Against the clouds, that city of ash and slag 
Assumed the stature of some direr Thebes 
Arising to the death-chant of those gods, 
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Enceladus 


A dreadful Order climbing from the dark 
Of Obaos and Corruption^ threatening to take 
Heaven with its vast slow storm. 

’ 1 slept, and dreamed. 

And like the slow heats of some Titan heart 
Buried beneath immeasurable woes, 

The huge trip-hammers thudded through the 

• * 

dream :— 

Huge on a fallen tree, 

Lost in the darkness of primseval woods, 
Enceladus, earth-born Enceladus, 

The naked giant, brooded all alone. 

Born of the lower earth, he knew not how, 

Born of the mire and clay, he knew not when, 
Brought forth in darkness, and he knew not why ! 

Thus, like a wind, went by a thousand years. 

Anhungered, yet no comrade of the wolf, 

, And cofii, but with no power upon the sun, 

A master of this world that mastered him ! 

Thus, like^ cloud, went by a thousand years. 

lOJ 



Enceladus 


Who chained this other giant in his heart 

That heaved and burned like Etna ? HeWly 

He bent his brows and wondered and was dumb. 

« 

And, like one wave, a thousand years went by. 

He raised his matted head and scanned the stars ! 

* 

He stood erect! He lifted his uncouth arms ! 
With inarticulate sounds his uncouth lips 
Wrestled and strove— 1 am fulUfed^ and yet 
I hunger ! 

Who set this fiercer famine in my maw P 
Can I eat moons, gofg^ on the Milky Way, 

Swill sunsets down, or sup the wash of the dawn 
Out of the rolling swine-troughs of the sea P 
Can I drink oceans, lie beneath the mountains. 

And nuzzle their heavy boulders like a cub 
Sucking the dark teats of the tigress P Who, 

Who set this deeper hunger in my heart P 
And the dark forest echoed— Who P Ah, who P 

m j 

I hunger ! ” 

And the night-wind answered him, 

“ Hunt, then, for food ! ’’ 
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Enceladus 


‘‘ I hunger ! ” 

And^tBe sleek gorged lioness 

Drew nigh him, dripping freshly from the kill, 

Redder her lolling tongue, whiter her fangs. 

And gazed with ignorant eyes of golden flame. 

• 

/ hunger ! ” 

Like a breaking sea his cry 
Swept through the night 1 Against his swarthy 
knees 

She rubbed the red wet velvet of her ears 
With mellow thunders of unweeting bliss, 
Purring,— Ah^ seek>^ and you shall find I 
Ah, seek, and you shall slaughter, gorge — ah, seek. 
Seek, seek, you shall feed full—ah seek, ah seek ! 

Enceladus, earth-born Enceladus, 

Bewildered like a desert-pilgrim, saw 
A rosy City, opening in the clouds, 

The hunger-born mirage of his own heart. 

Far, fjft: above the world, a home of gods, 

Where One, a goddess, veiled in the sleek waves 
Of her deep hair, yet glimmering golden through. 

Lifted, with radiant arms, ambrosial food 

• • 
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Enceladus 


For hunger such as this I Up the dark hills, 

He rushed, a thunder-cloud, ‘ 

Urged by the famine of his heart! He stood 
High on the topmost crags, he hailed the gods • 
In thunder, and the clouds re-echoed it! 

He hailed the gods ! 

And like a sea of thunder round their thrones 
Washing, a midnight sea, his earth-born voice" 
Besieged the halls of heaven ! He hailed the 
gods! 

They laughed, he heard them laugh I 
With echo and re-echo, far and wide, 

A golden sea of mockery, they laughed ! 

Enceladus, earth-born Fnceladus, 

Laid hold upon the rosy gates of heaven, ' 

And shook them with gigantic sooty hands. 
Asking he knew not what, but not for alms ; 

And the gates opened, opened as in jest; 

And, like a sooty Jest, he stumbled in ! 

1- t' 

Round him the gods, the young and scornfu. 
gods. 

Clustered and laughed to mark the ravaged face, 

*■ •i 
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Enceladus 


The brutal brows, the deep and dog-like eyes, 
Th^ blunt black nails, and back with burdens 
bowed. 

And, when they laughed, he snarled with un¬ 
couth lips 

And made them laugh again. 

“ Whence earnest thou P ” 

He could not speak ! 

How should he speak whose heart within him 
heaved 

And burned like Etna ? Through his mouth 
there came 

A sound of ice-bergs in a frozen sea 
Of tears, a sullen region of black ice 
Rending and breaking, very far away. 

They laughed! 

He stared at them, bewildered, and they laughed 
Again, “ Whence earnest thou P 
He could not speak 1 

But through his mouth a moan of midnight 
• v^ods, 

Where wild beasts lay in wait to slaughter and 
gorge, 

A moan of forest-caverns where the wolf 

1 • 
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Enceladus 

4 

Brought forth her litter, a moan of the wild 
earth {' 

In travail with strange shapes of mire and clay, 
Creatures of clay, clay images of the gods, 

That hungered like the gods, the most high gods, 
But found no food, and perished like the beasts.. 
And the gods laughed,— 

Aft thou, then, such a god ? And, like a leaf 
Unfolding in dark woods, in his deep brain 
A sudden memory woke ; and like an ape 
He nodded, and all heaven with laughter rocked, 
While Artemis cried out with scornful lips,— 
Perchance He is the Maker of yon all / 

Then, piteously outstretching calloused hands. 
He sank upon his knees, his huge gnarled knees, 
And echoed, falteringly, with slow harsh tongue,— 
Perchance, 'perchance, the Maker of you all! 

They wept with laughter ! And Aphrodite, she. 
With keener mockery than white Artemis« 

Who smiled aloof, drew nigh him unabashed 
In aU her blinding beauty. Carelessly 
As o’er the brute brows of a stalled ox 

io6 
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Enceladus 


Across that sooty muzzle and brawny breast, 
C(3htemptuously, she swept her golden hair 
In one deep wave, a many-millioned scourge 
Intolerable and beautiful as fire ; 

Then turned and left him, reeling, gasping, dumb, 
•While heaven re-echoed and re-echoed, See, 
Perchance, perchance, the Maker of us all! 

Enceladus, earth-born Enceladus, 

Rose to his feet, and with one terrible cry 
“ 1 hunger ,rushed upon the scornful gods, 

And strove to seize and hold them with his 
hands! 

And still the laughter deepened as they rolled 
Their clouds around them, baffling him. But 
' once, 

Once with a shout, in his gigantic arms 
He crushed a slippery splendour on his breast 
And felt on his harsh skin the cool smooth peaks 
Of Aphrodite’s bosom. One black hand 
*Slid down the naked snow of her long side 
And bruised it wdxere he held her. Then, like 
snow 

Vanishing in a furnace, out of his arms 
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Enceladus 


The splendour suddenly melted, and a roll 
Of thunder split the dream, and head-long d^Wn 
He fell, from heaven to earth ; while, overhead 
The young and scornful gods—he heard them 
laugh !— 

Toppled the crags down after him. He lay 
Supine. They plucked up Etna by the roots 
And buried him beneath it. His broad breast 
Heaved, like that other giant in his heart. 

And through the crater burst his fiery breath. 

But could not burst his bonds. 

And so he lay 

Breathing in agony thrice a thousand years. 

Then came a Voice, he knew not whence, 
“ Arise, 

Enceladus 1 ” And from his heart a crag 
Fell, and one arm was free, and one thought 
free, 

And suddenly he awoke, and stood upright. 
Shaking the mountains from him like a dream ; 
And the tremendous light and awful truth 
Smote, like the dawn, upon his blinded eyes, 
That out of his first wonder at the world, 
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Enceladus 


Out of his own heart’s deep humility 
An4 sfimple worship, he had fashioned gods 
Of cloud, and heaven out of a hollow shell. 

And groping now no more in the empty space 
Outward, but inward in his own deep heart, 

He suddenly felt the secret gates of heaven 
Open, and from the infinite heavens of hope 
Ifiward, a voice, from the innermost courts of 
Love, 

Rang —Thou shall have none other gods but Me I 

Enceladus, the foul Enceladus, 

When the clear light out of that inward heaven 
Whose gates are only inward in the soul, 

Showed him that one true Kingdom, said 

» ‘‘I will stretch 

My hands out once again 1 And, as the God 
That made me is the Heart within my heart, 

So shall my heart be to this dust and earth 
A god and a creator. I will strive 
With fmountains, fires and seas, wrestle and 
strive, 

Fashion and make, and that which I have made 
In anguish I shall love as God loves me. 



Enceladus 


In the Black Country^ from a little window^ 
Waking at dawn, I saw those giant Shafts * 

—O great dark word out of our elder speech. 

Long since the poor man^s kingly heritage — 

^he Shapings, the dim Sceptres of Creation, 

The Shafts like columns of wan-hope arise 
To waste, on the blear sky, their slow sad wreaths 
Of smoke, their infinitely sad slozv prayers, * 
Then, as the dawn crimsoned, the sordid clouds. 
The puddling furnaces, the mounds of slag. 

The cinders, and the sazid-beds and the rows 
Of wretched roofs, assumed a majesty 
Beyond all majesties of earth or air ; 

Beauty beyond all beauty, as of a child 
In rags, upraised thro* the still gold of heaven, 
With wasted arms and hungering eyes, to bring 
The armoured seraphim down upon their knees 
And teach eternal God humility ; 

The solemn beauty of the unfulfilled 
Moving towards fulfilment on a height 
Beyond all heights ; the dreadful beauty of*hope a 
The naked wrestler struggling from the rock 
Under the sculptor*s chisel, the rough mass 
Of clay more glorious for the poor blind face 



Enceladus 


And bosom that half emerge into the light, 
M[^oi*e glorious and august, even in defeat, 
^han that too cold dominion God forswore 
. To bear this passionate universal load. 
This Calvary of Creatiofi, with mankind. 


Ill 



IN MEMORIAM 

SAMUEL COLERIDGE-TAYLOR 


jrpAREWELL / 'rhe soft mists of the sunse;t- 
sky 

Slowly enfold his fading birch-canoe. 

Farewell! His dark, his desolate forests cry, 
Moved to their vast, their sorrowful depths 
anew. 


Fading ? Nay, lifted thro’ a heaven of light, 

His proud sails brightening thro’ that cwmson 
flame. 

Leaving us lonely on the shores of night, 

Home to Ponemah take his deathless fame. 

Generous as a child, so wholly free 

From all base pride that fools forgot his crown, 

He adored Beauty, in pure ecstasy, 

And waived the mere rewards of his renown. 

% 


IT'» 


a 



Samuel Coleridge-Taylor 

The spark that falls from heaven not oft on 
e^rih 

To human hearts this vital splendour gives. 

His was the simple, true, immortal birth. 

Scholars compose ; but this marCs music lives ! 


Greater than England or than Earth discerned, 
He never paltered with his art for gain : 

When many a vaunted crown to dust is turned, 
I'his uncrowned king shall take his throne and 
reign. 

Nations unborn shall hear his forests moan ; 

Ages unscanned shall hear his winds lament. 
Hear tb; strange grief that deepened through 
his own, 

The vast cry of a buried continent. 

Through him, his race a moment lifted up 
Borests of hands to Beauty as in prayer ; 
Touched though his lips the sacramental Cup, 
And then sank back—benumbed in our bleak 
air. 
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V 

Samuel Coleridge-Taylor 

Through him, through him, a lost world hailed 
the light. • # 

The tragedy of that triumph none can tell,— 
So great, so brief, so quickly snatched from sight 
And yet—O hail, great comrade, not farewell! 



INSCRIPTION 


(For the Grave of Coleridge-Taylor) 

S LEEP, crowned with fame; fearless of 
change or time. 

Sleep, lite remembered music in the soul, 
Silent, immortal; while our discords climb 
To that great chord which shall resolve the 
whole. 

Silent with Mozart on that solemn shore ; 
Secure, where neither waves nor hearts can 
breaS; 

Sleep—till the Master of the World, once more, 
Touch the remembered strings, and bid thee 
wake . . . 

Tolfch tlfe remembered strings, and bid thee 
wake. 


IIS 



THE TORCH 


{Sussex Landscape) 

I S it your watch-fire, elves, where the down 
with its darkening shoulder 
Lifts on the death of the sun, out of the valley * 
of thyme ? 

Dropt on the broad chalk path, and cresting 
the ridge of it, smoulder 
Crimson as blood on the white, halting my 
feet as they climb, 


Clusters of clover-bloom, spilled from what 
negligent arms in the tender 
Dusk of the great grey world, last of the tints 
of the day, 

Beautiful, sorrowful, strange, last staki of that 
perishing splendour. 

Elves, from what torn white feet, tricked 
that red on the way ? 
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The Torch 


No—from the sunburnt hands of what lovers 
tkat*fade in the distance ? 

Here—was it here that they paused ? Here 
^ * • that the legend was told ? 

Even a kiss would be heard in this hush ; but, 
^ with mocking insistence, 

Now thro’ the valley resound—only the bells 
of the fold. 


Dropt from the hands of what beautiful throng ? 
Did they cry “ Follow after^^ 

Dancing into the West, leaving this token 
for me,— 

Memory dead on the fathy and the sunset to hury 
their*laughter P 

Youth ? Is it youth that has flown ? Dark¬ 
ness covers the sea. 


Darkness •covers the earth. But the path is 
here. I assay it. 

Let the bloom fall like a flake, dropt from the 
torch of a friend. 



The Torch 


Beautiful revellers, happy companions, I see 
and obey it; * 

FoUovr your torch in the night, follow your 
path to the end. ' , 
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AFTER RAIN 


I ISTEN 1 On sweetening air 
^ The blackbird growing bold 
Flings out, where green boughs glisten. 
Three splashes of wild gold- 

Daughter of April, hear ! 

And sing, O barefoot boy ! 

That carol of wild sweet water 
Has washed the world with joy. 


Glisten, O fragrant earth, 
Assoiled by heaven anew. 
And O, ye lovers listen, 

With eyes that glisten, too. 



THE WORLD’S WEDDING- 


“ Et quid curae nobis de generibus et speciebus ? Ex uno ' 
Verbo omnia, et unum loquuntur omnia. Cui omnia unam 
sunt, quique ad unum omnia trahit et omnia in uno videt, 
potest stabilis corde esse.”— Thomas k Kempis. ^ 

1 

W HEN poppies fired the nut-brown 
wheat, 

My love went by with sun-stained feet: 

I followed her laughter, followed her, followed 
her, all a summer’s morn ! 

But O, from an elfin palace of air, 

A wild bird sang a song so rare, , 

I stayed to listen and—lost my Fair, 

And walked the world forlorn. 

II 

When chalk shone white between the^sheaves, 
My love went by as one that grieves ; 

I followed her weeping, followed her, followed 
her, all an autumn noon 1 
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The World’s Wedding 

The sunset flamed so fierce a red 

a 

From North to South—I turned my head 
To wonder—and my Fair was fled 
Beyond the dawning moon. 


Ill 

When bare black boughs were choked with 
snow, 

My love went by, as long ago ; 

I followed her, dreaming, followed her, followed 
her, all a winter’s night! 

But O, along that snow-white track 
With thorny shadows printed black, 

I saw three kings come riding back, 

And—lost my life’s delight. 


IV 

They are so many, and she but One ; 

And I and she, like moon and sun 
So separate ever! Ah yet, I follow her, follow 
her, faint and far ; 



The World’s Wedding 

For what if all this diverse bliss 

I 

Should run together in one hiss ! 

Swift, Spring, with the sweet clue I miss 
Between these several instances,— 

The kings, that inn, that star. 


V 

Between the hawk’s and the wood-dove’s 
wing, 

My love, my love flashed by like Spring ! 
The year had finished its golden ring ! 

Earth, the Gipsy, and Heaven, the King, 
Were married like notes in the song I sing, 
And O, I followed her, follov/ed her, followed 
her over the hills of Time, • 

Never to lose her now I know 
For whom the sun was clasped in snow. 

The heights linked to the depths below, 

The rose’s flush to the planet’s glow. 

Death the friend to life the foe, 

The Winter’s joy to the Spring’s woe, 

And the world made oile in a rhyme. 
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OLD GREY SQUIRREL 


A GREAT while ago, there was a school-boy. 

^ He lived in a cottage by the sea. 

And the very first thing he could remember 
Was the rigging of the schooners by the 

quay. 


He could watch them, when he woke, from his 
window, 

Wath the tall cranes hoisting out the freight. 
And he used to think of shipping as a sea-cook. 
And sailing to the Golden Gate. 


For he used to buy the yellow penny dreadfuls, 
And read them where he fished for conger 
eels, 

And listened to the lapping of the water, 

The green and oily water round the keels. 
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Old Grey Squirrel ' 

There were trawlers with their shark-mouthed 
flat-fish, ' * 

And red nets hanging out to dry, 

And the skate the skipper kept because he liked 
’em, 

And landsmen never knew the fish to fry. 

There were brigantines with timber out of 
Norroway, 

Oozing with the syrups of the pine. 

There were rusty dusty schooners out of Sun¬ 
derland, 

And ships of the Blue Cross line. 

And to tumble down a hatch into the cabin , 
Was better than the best of broken rules 5 
For the smell of ’em was like a Christmas dinner, 
And the feel of ’em was like a box of tools. 

And, before he went to sleep in the evening,^ 
I'he very last thing that he could see 
Was the sailor-men a-dancing in the moonlight 
By the capstan that stood upon the quay. 
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Old Grey Squirrel 

He is ferched upon a high stool in London. 

*Lhe Golden Gate is very far azvay. 

They caught him, and they caged him, like a 
squirrel. 

He is totting up accounts, and going grey. 

He will never, never, never sail to ^Frisco. 

But the very last thing that he will see 
Will be sailor-men a-dancing in the sunrise 
By the capstan that stands upon the quay. . . 

T0 the tune of an old concertina. 

By the capstan that stands upon the quay. 


125 



THE GREAT NORTH ROAD 


J UST as the moon was rising, I met a ghostly 
pedlar 

Singing for company beneath his ghostly* 
load,— 


Once, there were velvet lads with vizards on 
their faces, 

Riding up to rob me on the great Noith Road, 


Now, my pack is heavy, and my pocket full of 
guineas 

Chimes like a wedding-peal, but little I enjoy 
Roads that never echo to the chirrup of their 
canter,— 

The gay Golden Farmer and the Hereford Boy. 


Rogues were they all, but their raid was from 
Elf-land! 

Shod with elfin silver were the steeds they 
bestrode. 


126 


1 



The Great North Road 


Merlin buckled on the spurs that wheeled thro’ 
^ A.C wet fern 

Bright as Jack-o’-Lanthorns off the great North 
Road. 

Tales were told in country inns when Turpin 
rode to Rippleside ! 

, Puck tuned the fiddle-strings, and country 
maids grew coy, 

Tavein doors grew magical when Colonel Jack 
might tap at them. 

The gay Golden Farmer and the Hereford Boy. 

What arc you seeking, then ? I asked this honest 

—O, Mulled Sack or Natty Hawes might ease 
me of my load !— 

Where are they flown then ?—Flown where I 
follow ; 

They arc all gone for ever up the great North 

Road. 

• • 

Rogues were they all; but the white dust assoils 
’em! 

Paradise without a spice of deviltry would cloy. 
• * 127 




The Great North Road 

Heavy is my pack till I meet with Jerry Aber- 
shaw, ' ' 

The gay Golden Farmer and the Hereford 
Boy. 
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THE OUTLAW 


D eep in the greenwood of my heart 
My wild hounds race. 

I*clo:ik my soul at feast and mart, 

I mask my face ; 

Outlawed, but not alone, for Truth 
Is outlawed too. 

Proud world, you cannot banish us. 

Ws banish you. 

Go hyki go by, with all your din. 

Your dust, your greed, your guile. 
Proud world, your thrones can never win- 
From Her—one smile. 

She slugs to me in a lonely place, 

She takes my hand. 

I look into her lovely face 
And understand . . . 
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The Outlaw 


Outlawed, but not alone, for Love 
Is outlawed too. 

You cannot banish us, proud world. 

We banish you. 

Now, which is outlawed, which alone ? 

Around us fall and rise 
Murmurs of leaf and fern, the moan 
Of Paradise. 

Outlawed ? Then hills and woods and streams 
Are outlawed too ! 

Proud world, from our immortal dreams. 

We banish you. 
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.to A FRIEND OF BOYHOOD, 
LOST AT SEA 


O WARM blue sky and dazzling sea, 

Where have you hid my friend from me ? 
The white chalk coast, the leagues of surf 
* Laugh in the sun-light now as then, 

And violets in the short sweet turf 
Make fragmentary heavens again. 

And sea-born wings of rustling snow 
Pass and re-pass, as long ago. 


Old friend, do you remember yet 
I'he days when secretly we met 
In that old harbour, years a-back, 
Where I admired your billowing walk, 

“ Or in that perilous fishing-smack 
What tarry oaths perfumed your talk, 
The sails we set, the ropes we spliced, 
The raw potato that we sliced, 
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To a Friend of Boyhood 

For mackerel-bait—and how it shined 
Far down, at end of the taut lines !— ^ 

And the great catch we made that day 
Loading our boat with rainbows, quick 

And quivering, while you smoked your clay, 
And I took home your Deadwood Dick , 

In yellow and red, when day was done. 

And you took home my Stevenson ? 

Not leagues, as when you sailed the deep. 

But only some frail bars of sleep 

Divide us now ! IVIethinks you still 
Recall, as I, in dreams, the quay, 

The little port below the hill; 

And all the changes of the sea. 

Like some great music, can but roK 
Our lives still nearer to the goal. 
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• BLIND MOONE OF LONDON 


‘“Oispersed through Shakespeare’s plays are innumerable 
little fragments of ballads, the entire copies of which could 
not b^ recovered. Many of these are of the most beautiful 
and pathetic simplicity.” 


B lind MOONE of London 
He fiddled up and down, 
Thrice for an angel, 

And twice for a crown. 

He fiddled at the Green Man^ 

He fiddled at the Rose ; 

And where they have buried him 
Not a soul knows. 


All his tunes are dead and gone, dead as yester- 
day. 

• A»d his lanthorn flits no more 
Round the Devil Tavern door, 

’ Waiting till the gallants come, singing from the 
play; 
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Blind Moone of London 

Waiting in the wet and cold ! j 
All his Whitsun tales are told. 

He is dead and gone, sirs, very far away. 


lie would not give a silver groat 
For good or evil wcathci. 

He carried in his white cap 
A long led feathei. 

He wore a long coat 

Of the Reading-tawny kind, 
And darned white hosen 
With a blue patch behind. 


So—one night—he shuffled past, in hi& buckled 
shoon. 

We shall never see his face, 

Twisted to that queer grimace, 

Waiting in the wind and rain, till we called his 
tunc; • ' 

Very whimsical and white, 

Waiting on a blue Twelfth Night! 

He is grown too proud at last—old blind Moone. 
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Blind Moone of London 


Yet, when May was at the door, 

And Moone was wont to sing, 

Many a maid and bachelor 
Whirled into the ring ; 

Standing on a tilted wain 
He played so sweet and loud 
The Mayor forgot his golden chain 
And jigged it with the crowd. 

Old blind Moone, his fiddle scattered flowers 
along the street; 

Into the dust of Brookfield Fair 
Carried a shining primrose air, 

Crooning like a poor mad maid, O, very low and 
sweet, 

• Drew us close, and held us bound, 

Then—^to the tunc of Pedlar^s Pounds 

Caught us up, and w^birled us round, a thousand 
frolic feet. 

• Master Shakespeare was his host. 

The tribe of Benjamin 
Used to call him Merlin’s Ghost 
At the Mermaid Inn. 
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Blind Moone of London 


He was only a crowder, 

Fiddling at the door. 

Death has made him prouder. 

We shall not see him more. 

Only—if you listen, please—through the master’s, 
themes, 

You shall hear a wizard strain, 

Blind and bright as wind and rain 

Shaken out of willow-trees, and shot with elfin 
gleams. 

How should 1 your true love know ? 

Scraps and snatches—even so ! 

That is old blind Moone again, fiddling in your 
dreams. 


Once, when Will had called for sack 
And bidden him up and play, 

Old blind Moone, he turned his back, 
Growled, and walked away, 

Sailed into a thunder-cloud, 
Snapped his fiddle-string, 

And hobbled from The Mermaid 
Sulky as a king. 
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Blind Moone of London 

Only f|‘om the darkness now, steals the strain 
^e knew : 

No one even knows his grave ! 

• Only here and there a stave, 

Out of all his hedge-row flock, be-drips the may 
^ with dew. 

And I know not what wild bird 
Carried us his parting word :— 

Master Shakespeare needfCt take the crowder^s 
fiddle, too. 


Will has wealth and wealth to spare. 

Give him back his ow'n. 

At his head a grass-green turf, 

At his heels a stone. 

See his little lanthorn-spark. 

Hear his ghostly tunc, 

Glimmering past you, in the dark, 
Old blind Moone ! 


All the little crazy brooks, where love and sorrow 
run 

Crowned with sedge and singing wild, 
Like a sky-lark—or a child I— 
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Blind Moone of London 

Old blind Moone he knew their 
played ’em every one ; 

Stood there, in the darkness, blind, 

And sang them into Shakespeare’s mind.*.. 

Old blind Moone of London, O now his songs 
are done, 

The light upon his lost white face, they say 
it was the sun ! 

The light upon his poor old face, they say it 
was the sun ! 
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THE HEDGE-ROSE OPENS 


H OW passionately it opens after rain, 

And O, how like a prayer 
To those great shining skies ! Do they disdain 
A bride so small and fair ? 

See the imploring petals, how they part 
And utterly lay bare 

The perishing treasures of that piteous heart 
In wild surrender there. 

What ? Would’st thou, too, drink up the Eternal 
bliss. 

Ecstatically dare, 

O, little bride of God, to invoke His kiss ?— 
But O, how like a prayer ! 
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THE MAY-TREE 


T he May-tree on the hill 
Stands in the night 
So fragrant and so still, 

So dusky white. 

That, stealing from the wood 
In that sweet air. 

You’d think Diana stood 
Before you there. 

If it be so, her bloom 
Trembles with bliss. 

She waits across the gloom 
Her shepherd’s kiss. 

Touch her. A bird will start 
From those pure snows,— 
The dark and fluttering heart 
Endymion knows. 
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OLD LETTERS 


R ead them ? Strangle that sick cry ? 

Christ God, no ! 

Shut the box. Lock the lid. 

You’ll be safer—so. 

Could you read one crooked word 
Scrawled so long ago. 

Love would rise before your face 

And blind you, like a blow. 

• 

Close it I Quickly ! For I caught^ 

In d childish hand^ 

Something that she never thought 
I should understand. 


S® I crouch. And shall our God 
Prove Him baser yet. 

He who filled her eyes with light 
Quite renounce His debt, 
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Old Letters 


Give her worlds to love, and then— 
Ere the sun be set. 

Strike her down and coffin all ? 
Christ, shall He forget ? 

Close tt I Quickly J For I caught^ 
In a childish hand^ 

Something that she never thought 
I should understand. 
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LAMPS 


I MMENSE and silent night, 

Over the lonely downs I go ; 

And the deep gloom is pricked with points of 
• light 

Above me and below. 

I cannot break the bars 
Of Time and Fate ; and if I scan the sky, 
There comes to me, questioning those cold stars, 
No signal, no reply. 

Yet are they less than these— 

Thest village-lights, which I do scan 
Below me, or far out on darkling seas 
Those messages from man ? 

Round me the darkness rolls. 

• Out ©f the depth, each lance of light 
Shoots from lost lanthorns, thrills from living 
souls, 

And shall I doubt the height ? 
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Lamps 

No signal ? No reply ? ^ 

As through the deepening night I roam 
Hope opens all her casements in the sky 
And lights the lamps of home. 
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AT EDEN GATES 


M^Q £den Garden —so the sign-pest said ; 
JL I could not see the road ; 

But, where the Sussex clover blossomed red 
Its runaway blisses flowed. 


I traced them back for many a night and day, 
—^The way she, too, had gone !— 

Till lo, the terrible Angel in the way 
Inexorably shone. 


Up to the Gates, a fearless fool I came ; 

Between thedily and rose 
< 

Fluttering these evil rags of sordid shame, 
A thing to scare the crows. 


“ And hath the Master given thee, then, no 
, wor^ ? ” 

The scornful Angel smiled : 

Only two souls may pass my Flaming Sword,— 
The Lover and the Child. 
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At Eden Gates 

I raised my head,—“ Now let all hell make 
mirth, 

Where Love went, I go, too ! ” 

His eyes met mine. The sword sank to -the 
earth. 

And let her lover through. 
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THE PSYCHE OF OUR DAY 


AS constant lovers may rejoice 

With seas between, with worlds between. 
Because a fragrance and a voice 
Are round them everywhere : 

So let me travel to the grave, 

Believing still—for I have scon— 

That Love’s triumphant banners wave 
Beyond my own despair. 


I have no trust in my own worth ; 

Yet have I faith, O love, for you. 

That every beauty in bloom or leaf, 
That even age and wrong 
May toiSch, may hurt you, on this earth, 
. But only, only as kisses do ; 

Or as, the fretted string of grief 
Completes the bliss of song. 
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The Psyche of Our Day 

That you shall see, on any grave 

The snow fall, like that unseen hand 
Which O, so often, pressed your hair 
To cherish and console : 

That seas may roar and winds rave 
But you shall feel and understand 
What vast caresses everywhere 
Convey you to the goal. 


So was it always in the years 

When Love began, when Love began 
With eyes that were not touched of tears 
And lips that still could sing— 

And all around us, in the A Jay, 

The child-god with his laughter ren. 
And every bloom, on every spray, 
Betra)^ed his fluttering wing. 


So hold it, keep it, count it, sweet, 
Until the end, until the end. 

It is not cruelty, but bliss 
That pains and is so fond : 



The Psyche of Our Day 

Crush life like thyme beneath your feet, 

And O, my love, when that strange friend, 
The Shadow of Wings, which men call Death 
• Shall close your eyes, with that last kiss, 
Ask not His name. A rosier breath 
Shall waken you—^beyond. 
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PARACLETE 


T ongue hath not told it. 
Heart hath not known ; 
Yet shall the bough swing 
When it hath flown. 

Dreams have denied it. 

Fools forsworn : 

Yet it hath comforted 
Each man born. 

Once and again it is 
Blown to me. 

Sweet from the wild thyme. 

Salt from the sea ; 

Blown thro’ the ferns 
Faint from the sky ; 
Shadowed in water. 

Yet clear as a cry. 
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Paraclete 


Light on a face. 

Or touch of a hand. 

Making my still heart , 
Understand. 

Earth hath not seen it. 
Nor heaven above. 

Yet shall the wild bough 
Bend with the Dove. 

Yea, tho’ the bloom fall 
Under Xhy feet, 

Veni^ Creator^ 

Paraclete I 



THE DEATH OF A GREAT MAN* 


N O—not that he is dead. The pang’s not^ 
there, 

Nor in the City’s many-coloured bloom 
Of swift black-lettcrcd posters, wliich the throng 
Passes with bovine stare, 


To say He is dead and Is it going to rain F 
Or hum stray snatches of a rag-time song. 
Nor is it in that falsest shibboleth 


(Which orators toss to the dumb scorn of death) 
That all the world stands weeping at his tomb. 
London is dining, dancing, throug^h it all. 

And, in the unchecked smiles along the street 
Where men, that slightly knew him, lightly meet, 
With all the old indifferent grimaces, 

There is no jot of grief, no tittle of pain. 

No. No. For nearer things do most tears 
faU. 


Grief is for near and little things. But pride, 
O, pride was to be found by two or three, 
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The Death of a Great Man 


And glory in his great battling memory, 

Prouder and purer than the loud world knows, 
In one more dreadful sign, the day he died— 
The dreadful light upon a thousand faces, 

The peace upon the faces of his foes. 
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THE OLD KNIGHT’S VIGIL 


O NCE, in this chapel. Lord, 
Young and undaunted, 
Over my virgin sword 
Lightly I chaunted,— 

“ Dawn ends my watch. I go 
Shining to meet the foe. 


“ Swift with Thy dawn,” I said, 
Set the lists ringing i 
Soon shall Thy foe be sped. 

And the world singing : 

Bless my bright plume for me, 
Christ, King of Chivalry. 

War-worn I kneel to-night. 
Lord, at Thine altar. 

O, in to-morrow’s fight, 

Let me not falter. 
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The Old Knight’s Vigil 

Bless my dark arms for me, 
Christ, King of Chivalry. 

Keep Thou my broken sword 
All the long night through 
While I keep watch and ward. 

Then, the red fight through, 
Bless the wrenched haft for me, 
Christ, King of Chivalry. 

Keep, in Thy pierced hands, 
Still the bruised helmet. 

Let not their hostile bands 
Wholly o’erwhehn it. 

Bless my poor shield for me, 
Christ, King of Chivalry. 

Keep Thou the sullied mail. 
Lord, that I tender 
Here at Thine altar-rail, 

Then—^let Thy splendour 
Touch it once . . . and I go 
Stainless to meet the foe. 
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THE INNER PASSION 


T here is a Master in my heart 

To whom, though oft against my will 
I bring the songs I sing apart 

And strive to think that they fulfil 
His silent law, within my heart. 


But He is blind to my desires, 

And deaf to all that I would plead : 

He tests my truth at purer fires 

And shames my purple with His need. 
He claims my deeds, not my desires. 


And often when my comrades praise, 

I sadden, for He turns from me. 

But, sometimes, when they blame, I raise 
Mine eyes to His, and in them see 
A tenderness too deep for praise. 
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The Inner Passion 


^ He is not to be bought with gold, 

Or lured by thornless crowns of fame ; 

But when some rebel thought hath sold 
• Him to dishonour and to shame, 

And my heart’s Pilate cries ‘‘ Behold,” 

Behold the Man,” I know Him then ; 

And all those wild thronged clamours die 
In*my heart’s judgment hall again, 

Or if it ring with “ Crucify ! ” 

Some few arc faithful even then. 

Some few sad thoughts,—one bears His cross. 
To that dark Calvary of my pride ; 

One stands far off and mourns His loss, 

And one poor thief on either side 
Hangs on his own unworthy cross. 

And one—O, truth in ancient guise !— 

Rails, and one bids him cease alway, 

And the God turns His hungering eyes 

On that poor thought with “ Thou, this day, 
Shalt sing, shalt sing, in Paradise.” 
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A COUNTRY LANE IN HEAVEN 


T he exceeding weight of glory bowed 
My head, in that pure clime : 

I found a road that ran through cloud 
Along the coasts of Time .... 

Out of that mist of years there came 
A cross-barred gate of wood. 

I clutched, I kissed the unheavenly frame 
So hard, it trickled Mood. 

My head upon the iron lay. 

I slobbered blood and foam. 

Yea, like a dog, I knew the way, 

A hundred yards from home. 

Iron and blood and wood / They knew ^ 

7he secret of that cry 
When the Eternal Passion drew 
Their Maker through—to die, 
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A Country Lane in Heaven 

I knew each little hawthorn-cloud 
Along my misty lane, 

Then my heart burst. She sobbed aloud 
Between my arms again. 
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TO THE DESTROYERS 


Y es. You have shattered many an ancient 
wrong, 

And we were with you, heart and mind and' 
soul, 

But there arc fools who cast away control 
In life and thought and art; because the strong 
We dare to say it—have now destroyed so long, 
That careless minds forget the unchanging 
goal— 

The nobler order which shall make us whole, 
The service which is freedom, beautj^, song. 

We shall be stoned as traitors to your cause 
While the real traitors that you did not know. 
Chaos and Vice, trumpet themselves as free. 
Pray God that, loyal to the eternal laws, ^ 

A little remnant, mauled by friend and foe 
Save you through Truth, and bring you 
Liberty. 
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THE BRINGERS OF GOOD 

NEWS 


t IKE fallen stars the watch-fires gleamed 
^ Along our menaced age that night! 

Our bivouacked century tossed and dreamed 
Of battle with the approaching light. 

Rumours of change, a sea-like roar. 

Shook the firm earth with doubt and dread : 
The clouds, in rushing legions bore 
Their tattered eagles overhead. 

* 

I saw thd^muffled sentries rest 
On the dark hills of Time. I saw 
Around them march from East to West 
The stars of the unresting law. 

I knew that in their mighty course 

They brought the dawn, they brought the day ; 
And that the unconquerable force 

I 

Of the new years was on the way. 
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The Bringers of Good News 

I heard the feet of that great throng ! 

I saw them shine, like hope, afar ! 

Their shout, their shout was like a song, 

And O, ’twas not a song of war ! 

Yet, as the whole world with their tramp 
Quivered, a signal-lightning spoke, 

A bugle warned our darkling camp. 

And, like a thunder-cloud, it woke. 

Our searchlights raked the world’s wide ends. 

O’er the dark hills a grey light crept. 
Down, through the light, that host of friends 
We took for foemen, triumphing swept. 

The old century could not hear their cry. 

How should it hear the song they sang ? 
We bring good news ! It pierced the sky ! 

We bring good news / The welkin rang. 

One shout of triumph and of faith ; 

And then—our shattering cannon roared ! 
But, over the reeking ranks of death. 

The song rose like a single sword, 
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The Bringers of Good News 

We bring good news ! Red flared the guns ! 

We bring good news I The sabres flashed ! 
And the dark age with its own sons 
In blind and furious battle clashed. 

*A swift, a terrible bugle pealed. 

The sulphurous clouds were rolled away. 
Embraced, embraced, on that red field, 

The wounded and the dying lay. 

We bring good news / Blood choked the word, 
—We knew you not ; so dark the flight !— 

O fatker^ was I worth your sword ? 

O son^ O herald oj the light! 

% 

We bring good news ! —^^T’he darkness fills 

* • 

Mine eyes !--Nay, the night ebbs away. 
And over the everlasting hills 

The great new dawn led on the day. 
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THE TRUMPET-CALL 

1 

T rumpeter, sound the great recall! 

Swift, O swift, for the squadrons 
break, 

The long lines waver, mazed in the gloom ! 
Hither and thither the blind host 
blunders ! 

Stand thou firm for a dead Man’s sake. 

Firm where the ranks reel down t9 their 
doom, 

Stand thou firm in the midst of the 
thunders, 

Stand where the steeds and the riders fall, 
Set the bronze to thy lips and sount| 

A rally to ring the whole world round ! 
Trumpeter, rally us, rally us, rally us ! 
Sound the great recall. 
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The Trumpet-Call 


II 

Trumpeter, sound for the ancient heights ! 
Clouds of the earth-born battle cloak 
The heaven that our fathers held from of old ; 
And we—shall we prate to thcir sons of the 
gain 

In gold or bread ? I'hrough yonder smoke 
The heights that never were won with gold 
Wait, still bright with their old red stain, 
For the thousand chariots of God again, 
And the steel that swept thro’ a hundred fights 
With the Ironsides, equal to life and death, 
'Fhc steel, the steel of their ancient faith ! 

• Trumpeter, rally us, rally us, rally us ! 

• Sopnd for the sun-lit heights ! 


Ill 

Trumpeter, sound for the faith again ! 

Blind awid deaf with the dust and the blood, 
Clashing together we know not whither 
The tides of the battle would have us 
advance. 
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The Trumpet-Call 

Stand thou firm in the crimson flood, 

Send the lightning of thy great cry 
Through the thunders, athwart the storm, 
Sound till the trumpets of God reply 
From the heights we have lost in the stead-^ 
fast sky. 

From the Strength we despised and rejected. 
Then, 

Locking the ranks as they form and form, 

Lift us forward, banner and lance, 

Mailed in the faith of Cromwell’s men, 

When from their burning hearts they 
hurled 

The gage of heaven against the world ! 
Trumpeter, rally us, rally us, rally us, « 

Up to the heights agaipi. # 


IV 

Trumpeter, sound for the last Crusade ! 

Sound for the lire of the red-cross kings, * 

Sound for the passion, the splendour, the pity 
That swept the world for a dead Man’s 
sake, 
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The Trumpet-Call 

Sound, till the answering trumpet rings 
Clear from the heights of the holy City, 

Sound till the lions of England awake, 
Sound for the tomb that our lives have betrayed; 
O’er broken shrine and abandoned wall, 
Trumpeter, sound the great recall. 
Trumpeter, rally us, rally us, rally us ; 

Sound for the last Crusade ! 


V 

Trumpeter, sound for the splendour of God ! 
Sound the music whose name is law. 

Whose service is perfect freedom still, 

The order august that rules the stars ! 

Bid the^narchs of night withdr,. 'v, 

Too long the destroyers have worked their will, 
Sound for the last, the last of the wars ! 
Sound for the heights that our fathers trod, 
When truth was truth and love was love, 
With a hell beneath, but a heaven above, 
Trumpeter, rally us, up to the heights of it 1 
Sound for the City of God. 
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VALUES 


T he moon that sways the rhythmic seas, 
The wheeling earth, the marching sky,- 
I ask not whence the order came 
That moves them all as one. 


These are your chariots. Nor shall these 
Appal me with immensity ; 

I know they carry one heart of flame 
More precious chan the sun. 
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THE HEROIC DEAD 

(On the loss of the Tifanic) 


I F in the noon they doubted, in the night 

They never swerved. Death had no power 
to appal. 

There was one Way, one I'ruth, one Life, one 
Light, 

One Love that shone triumphant over all. 


If in the noon they doubted, at the last 
There w^s no Way to part, no Way but One 
That rolled the waves of Nature back and cast 
In ancient days a shadow across the sun. 


If in the noon they doubted, their last breath 
Saluted once again the eternal goal, 
Chanted a love-song in the face of Death 
And rent the veil of darkness from the soul. 
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The Heroic Dead 


If in the noon they doubted, in the night 
They waved the shadowy world of strife aside, 
Flooded high heaven with an immortal light, 

And taught the deep how its Creator died. 
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THE CAROL OF THE FIR-TREE 


Q uoth the Fir-tree, Orange and vine 
Sing ‘ Nowell^ Nowell^ Nowell ’ / 

“ Have their honour : I have mine ! 

In Excelsis Gloria ! 

“ I am kin to the great king’s house,” 

Ring ‘ Nowelly Nowelly Nowell ’ / 

And Lebanon whispers in my boughs.” 

In Excelsis Gloria ! 


Apple and cherry, pear and plum, 
^Winds of Autiimny sigh ‘ Nowell ’. 
All the trees like mages come 
Bending low with ‘ Gloria ’ ! 
Holding out on every hand 
Summer pilgrims to Nowell! 
Gorgeous gifts from Elfin-Jand. 
And the May saith ‘ Gloria ’ / 



The Carol of the Fir-Tree 


Out of the darkness—who shall say 
Gold and myrrh for this Nowell! 
How they win their wizard way ? 

Out of the East with ‘ Gloria ’ / 
Men that eat of the sun and dew 
Angels laugh and sing, ‘ Nowell ’ 
Call it fruit/’ and say it “ grew ” ! 
Into the West with ‘ Gloria ’ I 


“ Leaves that fall,” whispered the Fir 
T hrough the forest sing ‘ Nowell' I 
“ I am winter’s minister.” 

In Excelsis Gloria ! 

Summer friends may come and go, 

Up the mountain sing Nowell? 
Love abides thro’ storm and snow. 
Down the valley^ ‘ Gloria ’ J 


‘‘ On my boughs, on mine, on mine,” 
Father and mother, sing ^ Nowell ’ J 
“ All the fruits of the earth shall twine. 
Bending low with ‘ Gloria? 
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The Carol of the Fir-Tree 


Sword of wood and doll of wax ” 

Little children^ sing ‘ Nowell.^ 

Swing on the stem was cleft with the axe ! 
Craftsmen all, a ‘ Gloria.^ 


“ Hear ! I have looked on the other side.’’ 

Out of the East, O sing ‘ Nowell ’ ! 

“ Because to live this night I died ! ’' 

Into the West with ‘ Gloria,^ 

“ Hear ! In this lighted room I have found 
Te that seek, O sing ‘ Nowell ’ ! 

“ The spell that worketh underground.” 

Te that doubts a ‘ Gloria.^ 


“ I have found it, even I,” 

Te that are lowly, sing ‘ Nowell ’ I 
“ The secret of this alchemy ! ” 

Te that are 'poor, a ‘ Gloria.^ 

“ Ijook, your tinsel turneth to gold.” 

Sing ‘ Nowell / Nowell I Nowell I ’ 

‘‘ Your dust to a hand for love to hold ! ” 
In Excelsis Gloria, 
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The Carol of the Fir-Tree 


“ Lay the axe at my young stem now ! ” 
fFoodman, woodman^ sing ‘ Nowells 
“ Set a star on every bough ! ” 

In Excelsis Gloria, 

“ Hall and cot shall see me stand,” 

Rich and foor man, sing ‘ Nowell ’ J 
“ Giver of gifts from Elfin-land.” 

Oberon, answer ‘ Gloria,"^ 


“ Hung by the hilt on your Christmas-tree 
Little children, sing ‘ Nowell ’ I 
“ Your wooden sword is a cross for me.” 

Emperors, a ‘ Gloria.^ 

“ I have found that fabulous stone ” 
Ocean-worthies, cry ‘ Nowell.^ , * 

“ Which turneth all things into one.” 

Wise men all, a ‘ Gloria.^ 


It is not ruby nor anything ” 
Jeweller, jeweller, sing ‘ Nowell ^ / 

Fit for the crown of an earthly king.’ 
In Excelsis Gloria / 
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The Carol of the Fir-Tree 


It is not here ! It is not here 1 ” 
Travellery rest and cry ‘ Nowell ’ / 
‘‘ It is one thing and everywhere ! ” 
Heaven and Earth sing ‘ Gloria.^ 


“ It is the earth, the moon, the sun,’* 

Mote in the sunbeam^ sing ‘ Nowell ’ / 

‘‘ And all the stars that march as one.” 

In Excelsis Gloria ! 

“ Here, by the touch of it, I can see ” 

Stwg, O Life, a sweet Nowell / 

“ The world’s King die on a Christmas-tree. 
Answer, Death, with “ Gloria.^’ 


“ Here, not set in a realm apart,” 
East and West are one ‘ Nowell ’ / 

‘‘ Holy Land is in your Heart! ” 
North and South one ‘ Gloria ’ I 
“ Death is a birth, birth is a death,” 
Love is all, O sing ‘ Nowell ’ / 

And London one with Nazareth.” 
And all the World a ‘ Gloria,^ 
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The Carol of the Fir-Tree 

“ And angels over your heart’s roof sing ” 

Birds of God, O four ‘ Nowell ’ / 

“ That a poor man’s son is the Son of a King ! ” 
Out of your heart this “ Gloria ’ / 

“ Round the world you’ll hot away ” 

In your own soul, they sing ‘ Nowell ’ I 
“ From Holy Land this Christmas Day ! ” 

In your own soul, this ‘ Gloria.^ 
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THE CRY IN THE NIGHT 


I T tears at the heart in the night, that 
moan of the wind, 

That desolate moan. 

It is \vr\r<iQ than the cry of a child. I can haidly bear 
To hear it, alone. 

It is worse than the sobbing of love, when love 
is estranged; 

For this is a cry 

,Out of the desolate ages. It never has changed. 
Il; never can die. 

A cry over numberless graves, dark, helpless and 
blind, 

From the measureless past, 

To the measureless future, a sobbing before the 
first laughter, 

And after the last! 


12 
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The Cry in the Night 

From the height of creation, in passion eternal, 
the Word 

Rushes forth, the loud cry, 

Forsaken ! Forsaken ! It cuts through the night 
like a sword ! 

Shall it win no reply ? 

¥ 

Not of earth is that height of all sorrow, past 
time, out of space, 

Therefore here, here and now, 

Universal, a Calvary, crowned with Thy pas¬ 
sionate face, 

Thy thorn-wounded brow. 

Ah, could I shrink if Thy heart for each hearty 
upon earth 

Must break like a sea ? 

Could I hear, could I bear it at all, if I were 
not a part 

Of this labour inT'hee ? 

Shall I accuse Thee, then ? God, I account it 
my own 

All the grief I can bear, 
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The Cry in the Night 

On Cross of Creation, to balance earth’s 
bliss and atone, 

Atone for life there. 

If this be the One Way for ever, which not Thine 
all-might 

Could change, if it would. 

Till the truth be untrue, till the dark be the 
same as the light, 

And till evil be good, 

Shall I who took part in thine April, shrink now 
from my part 
In thine anguish to be ? 

Jf Thy goal be the One goal of all, shall not 
even^an’s heart 
Endure this, with Thee ; 

Die with Thee, balancing life, or help Thee to pay 
For our hope with our pain ? . . . 

O, the voice of the wind in the night! Is it day^ 
" then^ broad day^ 

On the blind earth again F 

f. 
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ASTRID 


{An Experiment in Initial Rhymes) 

W HITE-armed Astrid,—ah, but she was 
beautiful!— 

Nightly wandered weeping thro’ the ferns in 
the moon, 

Slowly, weaving her strange garland in the forest, 
Crowned with white violets. 

Gowned in green. 

Holy was that glen where she glided, 

Making her wild garland as Merlin had bidden 
her, • 

Breaking off the milk-white horns of l?he honey¬ 
suckle, 

Sweetly dripped the dew upon her small white 
Feet. 

White-throated Astrid,—ah, but she was beauti¬ 
ful !— 

Nightly sought the answer to that riddle in the 
moon. 
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Astrid 

She must weave her garland, ere she save^ her 
soul. 

Three long years she has wandered there in 
’ vain. 

Always, always, the blossom that would finish it 

Falls to her feet, and the garland breaks and 
vanishes, 

Breaks like a dream in the dawn when the 
dreamer 

Wakes. 


White-bosomed Astrid,—ah, but she was 
beautiful!— 

^lightly tastes the sorrow of the world in the 
moo%. ^ 

Will it be this little white miracle, she wonders. 

How shall she know it, the star that will save 
her i 

Still, ah still, in the moonlight she crouches 

Bowihg her head, for the garland has crumbled ! 

All the wild petals for the thousand and second 
» time ' 

Fall. 
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Astrid 

White-footed Astrid,—ah, but she is beauti¬ 
ful !— 

Nightly seeks the secret of the world in the 
moon. 

She will find the secret. She will find the golden 

Key to the riddle, on the night when she has * 
numbered them, 

Marshalled all her wild flowers, ordered them as 
music, 

Star by star, note by note, changing them and 
ranging them. 

Suddenly, as at a kiss, all will flash together. 

Flooding like the dawn lhr(j’ the arches of the 
woodland. 

Fern and thyme and violet, maiden-hair and,, 
primrose ^ 

Turn to the Rose of the World, and He shall 
fold her, 

Kiss her on the mouth, saying, all the world is 
one now. 

This is the secret of the music that the soul 
hears,— 

This. 



• THE INIMITABLE LOVERS 


T hey tcll this proud talc of the Queen— 
Cleopatra, 

Subtlest of women that the world has ever 
seen. 

How that, on the night when she parted with 
her lover 

Anthony, tearless, dry-throated, and sick- 
hearted, 

A strange thing befell them in the darkness 
where they stood. 

Bitter as blood was that darkness. 

And they stood in a deep window, looking to 
the west. 

Her white breast was brighter than the moon 
upon the sea. 

And it moved in her agony (because it was the 
end!) 

Like a deep sea, where many had been drowned. 
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The Inimitable Lovers 


t 


Proud ships that were crowned with an Em¬ 
peror’s eagles 

Were sunken there forgotten, with their emer¬ 
alds and gold. 

They had drunken of that glory, and their tale 
was told, utterly, 

Told. 

There, as they parted, heart from heart, mouth 
from mouth. 

They stared upon each other. They listened. 
For the South-wind 

Brought them a rumour from afar ; and she said. 

Lifting her head, too beautiful for anguish. 
Too proud for pity,— 

It is the gods that leave the City / 0, Anthony^ 

Anthony y the gods have forsaken us ; 

Because it is the endJ They leave us to our 
doom. 

Hear it! And unshaken in the darkness, 

Dull as dropping earth upon a tomb in the 
distance, 

They heard, as when across a wood a low 
wind comes. 
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The Inimitable Lovers 

A muttering of drums, drawing nearer, 

Then louder and clearer, as when a trumpet 
sings 

To battle, it came rushing on the wings of the 
wind, 

A sound of sacked cities, a sound of lamenta¬ 
tion, 

A cry of desolation, as when a conquered 
nation 

Is weeping in the darkness, because its tale is 
told; 

And then—a sound of chariots that roUed thro’ 
that sorrow 

Trampled like a storm of wild stallions, tossing 
nearer. 

Trampled louder, clearer, triumphantly as music 
Till lo! in that great darkness, along that 
vacant street, 

A red light beat like a furnace on the walls, 

Then—like the blast when the North-wind 
calls to battle, 

Blaring thro’ the blood-red tumult and the flame. 
Shaking the proud City as they came, an 
hundred elephants, 
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The Inimitable Lovers 


Cream-white and bronze, and splashed with 
bitter crimson, 

Trumpeting for battle as they trod, an 
hundred elephants, 

Bronze and cream-white, and trapped with gold 
and purple, 

Towered like tusked castles, every thunder¬ 
laden footfall 

Dreadful as the shattering of a City. Yet they trod, 

Rocking like an earthquake, to a great 
triumphant music, 

And, swinging like the stars, black planets, 
white moons. 

Thro’ the stream of the torches, they brought 
the red chariot, 

The chariot of the battle-god—^Mars. 

While the tall spears of Sparta tossed clashing 
in his train, 

And a host of ghostly warriors cried aloud 

All hail / to those twain, and went rushing to 
the darkness 

Like a pageantry of cloud, for their tale was told 
—utterly— 

Told. 
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The Inimitable Lovers 


And following, in the fury of the vine, rushing 
down 

Like a many-visaged torrent, with ivy-rod 
and thyrse. 

And many a wild and foaming crown of 
roses. 

Crowded the Bacchanals, the brown-limbed 
shepherds, 

The red-tongued leopards, and the glory of the 
god! 

lacchus! lacchus! without dance, without 
song, 

I'hey cried and swept along to the dark¬ 
ness. 

Only for a breath when the tumult of their 
torches 

Crimsoned the deep window where that dark 
warrior stood 

With the blood upon his mail, and the 
Queen—Cleopatra, 

Frozen to white marble—the Maenads raised 
their timbrels 

Tossed their white arms, with a clash —All 
hail I 
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The Inimitable Lovers 

Like wild swimmers, pale, in a sea of blood and 
wine, 

All hail! All hail/ Then they swept into 
the darkness 

And the darkness buried them. Their tale was 
told—utterly— 

Told. 


And following them, O softer than the moon 
upon the sea, 

Aphrodite, implacably, shone. 

Like a furnace of white roses, Aphrodite and her 
train 

Lifted their white arms to those twain in the 
silence * * 

Once, and were gone into the darkness ; 

Once, and away into the darkness they were 
swept 

Like a pageantry of cloud, without praise, with¬ 
out pity. 

I'hen the dark City slept. And the Queen 
—Cleopatra— 
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The Inimitable Lovers 


Subtlest of women that this earth has ever seen, 
Turning to her lover in the darkness where 
he stood, 

‘ With the blood upon his mail, 

Bowing her head upon that iron in the dark¬ 
ness, 

Wept. 



THE WHITE CLIFFS 


W ODIN made the red cliffs, the red walls 
of England. 

Round the South of Devonshire, they burn 
against the blue. 

Green is the water there ; and, clear as liquid 
sunlight, 

Blue-green as mackerel, the bays that Raleigh 
knew. 


Thor made the black cliffs, the battlements of 
England, 

Climbing to I'intagel where the white gulls 
wheel. 

Cold are the caverns there, and sullen as a cannon- 
mouth, 

Booming back the grey swell that gleams like 
steel. 
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The White ClifFs 


Balder made the white cliffs, the white shield 
of England 

(Crowned with thyme and violet where Sussex 
wheatears fly), 

White as the White Ensign are the bouldered • 
heights of Dover, 

Beautiful the scutcheon that they bare against 
the sky. 

So the world shall sing of them—the white cliffs 
of England^ 

White^ the glory of her sails^ the banner of her 
fride. 

Red and blacky—their seamen met and broke the 
dread Armada, 

Only white may show the world the shield for 
wtich they died. 



THE ROMAN WAY 


H e that has loyally served the State 
Whereof he found himself a part. 
Or spent his life-blood to create 
A kingdom’s treasure in his art; 


Who sees the enemies of his land 

Applauded, by her sects and schools ; 

And the high thought they scarce had scanned 
Derided and belied by fools ; 


—Better to know it soon than late !— 
Struggling, he wins a meed of prai&e ; ^ 
Achieving, he is dogged by hate 
Or stung by malice all his days. 

O, Emperor of the Stoic clan, 

Enfold him, then, with nobler pride* 
Teach him that nought can hurt a man 
Who will not turn or stoop to chide. 
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The Roman Way 

Can falsehood kindle or bedim 
One bay-leaf in his quiet crown ? 

Ten thousand Lies may pluck at him, 

‘But only Truth can tear him down. 

WTiy should he heed the thing they say ? 

They never asked if it were true. 

Why brush one scribbler’s tale away 
For 'Others to invent a new ? 

‘No, let him search his heart, secure 

—If Truth be there—from tongue or pen ; 
And teach us, Emperor, to endure, 

To think like Romans and like men. 
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THRICE-ARMED 


T hus only should it come, if come it must,— 
Not with a riot of flags and a mob-born 
cry, 

But with a noble faith, a conscience high 
That, if we fail, we failed not in our trust. 

We fought for peace. We dared the bittei’* • 
thrust 

Of calumny for peace, and watched her die, 

Her scutcheons rent from sky to outraged sky 
By felon hands and trampled into the dust. 

We proffered justice, and we saw the law 
Cancelled by stroke on stroke of those deft 
hands 

Which still retain the imperial forger’s pen. 
They must have blood—Then, af this last, we 
draw 

The sword, not with a riot of flags and’ bands, 
But silence, and a mustering of men. 
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Thrice-Armed 


They challenge Truth. An Empire makes reply, 
East, West, North, South, one honour and one 
might. 

From sea to sea, from height to war-worn 
height, 

The old word rings out—to conquer or to die. 

And we shall conquer ! Though their eagles fly 
Through heaven, around this ancient isle unite 
Fuwers that were never vanquished in the fight, 

The unconquerable Powers that cannot lie. 

Though fire destroy her flesh, and many a year 
This land forgot the faith that made her great, 
Now, as her fleets cast off the North Sea 
foam, 

Casting^sidg all faction and all fear, 

Thrice-armed in all the majesty of her fate, 
Britain remembers, and her sword strikes 
home. 



A SONG OF HOPE 


N ot in those eyes, too kind for truth, 

Which dare not note how beauties wane; 
Nor in that crueller joy of youth 
Which turns from sorrow with disdain ; 

No—^no—not there, 

Abides the hope that answers our despair. 

Lie where they hid thy dead away. 

Knock on that unrelenting door ; 

Then break, O desolate heart, and say 
Farewell, farewell, for evermore . . . 

There, only there, , « 

Abides the hope that conquers all despair. 

The silence that refused to bless 
Till grief had turned the heart to stone . . . 
What soul compact of nothingness 
Could hear so fierce a trumpet blown ? 

Then hear, 0 hear, 

The dreadful hope that equals all despair. 
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A Song of Hope 

There, till the deep atoning Might 
Shall answer all that each can pray, 

The very boundlessness of night 
Proclaims—and waits—an equal day. 

There, only there, 

—But 0, sing low, sweet strings, lest hope take 
wing !— 

Abides the hope that answers all despair. 



H 


THE CRAGS 

(In memory of Thomas Bailey Aldrich) 

AD I the right Falemian, friend, 

A mellower thanks than this I’d send 
For all those golden days 
Among your creeks and bays ; 


Where, founded on a rock, your house 
Between the pines’ unfading boughs 
Watches through sun and rain 
That lonelier coast of Maine ; 

And the Atlantic’s mounded blue , 

Breaks on your crags the summer through, 
A long pine’s length below, 

In rainbow-tinted snow. 

While on your railed verandah there 
As on a deck you sail through air, 

And sea and cloud and sky 
Go softly streaming by, 
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The Crags 

Like delicate oils, at set of sun, 
Smoothing the waves the colours run 
Around the enchanted hull. 
Anchored and beautiful; 

Restoring to that sun-dried star 
You brought from coral isles afar, 

With shells that mock the moon. 
The tints of their lagoon ; 

Till, from within, your lamps declare 
Your harbours by the colours there. 

An Indian god, a fan 
Painted in Old Japan. 

Then, best of all, I think, at night 
The nfoon^that makes a road of light 
Across the whispering sea, 

A road—for memory ; 

When the blue dusk has filled the pane 
And the great pine-logs burn again, 
And books are good to read. 

—For his were books indeed !— 
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The Crags 

Their silken shadows, rustling, dim, 

May sing no more of Spain for him ; 

No shadows of old France 
Renew their courtly dance. 

He walks no more where shadows are 
But left their ivory gates ajar, 

That shadows might prolong 
The dance, the tale, the song. 

His was no narrow test or rule. 

He chose the best of every school,— 
Stendhal and Keats and Donne, 

Balzac and Stevenson ; 

Wordsworth and Flaubert filled their glace. 
Dumas met Hawthorne face to face. 

There were both new and old 
In his good realm of gold. 

Our modern Vergil builded there 
A Camelot of more lustrous air. 

And there, too, found a home 
The Tennyson of Rome. 
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The Crags 

The title-pages bore his name ; 
And, nightly, by the dancing flame. 
Following him, I found 
That all was haunted ground ; 

Until a kindlier shadow fell 
Upon the leaves he loved so well. 
And I no longer read. 

But talked with him instcad- 
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ON THE SOUTH COAST 


C OME away into the sun and see 
All the heavens that used to be, 
Daily, hourly, brought to birth 
Out of the deep remembering earth. 

TAtV is England^ this is the land 
That holds my heart in her sweet hand. 
This is she whose turf^ I pray^ 

Will hide me^ on her breatt^ one day. 

Cast you down on the close-cropped tu^. 
See how the white cliff spreads the surf 
On greening seas that glitter and trail 
To southward like a peacock’s tail. 

Come away over the hills of thyme. 
Where folds like elfin belfries chime 
Till Eve, in a cloud of her dusky hair, 
Makes it Elf-land everywhere. 
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On the South Coast 

You shall pity the king on his throne. 
You shall know what never was known. 
All the glory of all the skies 
Utterly yours in your true love’s eyes ; 

All the bloom to the world’s end 
And all the heavens that over it bend. 
Compacted in one garden white. 

The garden of your love’s delight. 

^his is England, this is the land 
That holds my soul in her sweet hand. 
This is she whose turf, I pray. 

Will hide me on her heart one day. 
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OLDER THAN THE HILLS 


O LDER than the hills, older than the sea, 
Older than the heart of the Spring, 

O, what is this that breaks 
From the blind shell, wakes, 

Wakes, and is gone like a wing ? 


Older than the sea, older than the moon, 
Older than the heart of the May, 

What is this blind refrain 
Of a song that shall remain 

^ i 0 

When the singei is long gone away ? 


Older than the moon, older than the stars, 
Older than the wind in the night,— 
Though the young dews are sweet 
On the heather at our feet 

And the blue hiUs laughing back the light, 
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older than the Hills 

Till the stars grow young, till the hills grow 
young 

O, Love, we shall walk through Time, 

Till we round the world at last. 

And the future be the past. 

And the winds of Eden greet us from the 
prime. 
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THE SONG-TREE 


G row, my song, like a tfee, 
As thou hast ever grown, 
Since first, a wondering child, 
Long since, I cherished thee. 

It was at break of day. 

Well 1 remember it,— 

The first note that I heard, 

A magical undertone, 

Sweeter than any bird 

—Or so it seemed to me— 

And my tears ran wild. 

This talc, this tale is true, 

’ |6t 

The light was growing gray ; 

And the rhymes ran so sweet 
(For I was only a child) 

That I knelt down to pray. 

Grow, my song, like a tree. 

Since then I have forgot 
A thousand friends, but not 
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The Song-Tree 

The song that set me free. 

So that to thee I gave 
My hopes and my despairs, 

My boyhood’s ecstasy, 

My manhood’s prayers- 

In dreams I have watched thee grow 
A ladder of sweet boughs, 

Where angels come and go, 

And birds keep house. 

In dreams, I have seen thee wave 
Over a distant land. 

And watched thy roots expand. 

And given my life to thee, 

As I would give my grave. 


Grow, my song, like a tree, 
And when I am grown old. 
Let me die under thee. 

Die to enrich thy mould ; 
Die at thy roots, and so 
Help thee to grow. 

Make of this body and blood 
Thy sempiternal food. 
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The Song-Tree 

Then let some little child. 

Some friend I shall not see. 
When the great dawn is gray. 
Some lover I have not known. 
In summers far away. 

Sit listening under thee. 

And in thy rustling hear 
That mystical undertone, 
Which made my tears run wild, 
And made thee, O, how dear. 

In the great years to be ? 

I am proud then ? Ah, not so. 
I have lived and died lor thee. 

Be patient. Grov/. 

Grow, my song, like a tree. 
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SeaeH Vebimei. Cr. Iw. dt. enth. 

Olovar (T, BJ. THE CONFLICT OF 
RELIGIONS IN THE EARLY ROMAN 
EMPIRE. Fifth Editim. Demy 8m. 
7t. 64. Mtf. 

VIRGIL Third Editbm. Dettty it. 
64. ml. * 

THE CHRISTIAN TRADITION AND 
ITS VERIFICATION. (The Angus Lee- 
tare (or igia.) Sttemd Rditien, Cr. tew. 
gr. 64. mi. 

Oodley (A. D,). LYRA FRlYOTA. Fifth 
JSdihoM. Feed' 9m. w. 64. 

VERSES TO ORDER. Setend EdUUn, 

Knlatf^. Feetp. 1m. u. 64. 

SECOND STRINGS. Fe 04 . 6 m. u.6d. 

QraBatne (Kennath). THE WIND IN 
THE WILLOWS. Set>e»fh hdititm. Cr, 

Im. St. 

Ahw IlLstrated. Cr. 4 U. jt. 64. met. 

amnder (Frank). HISTORHWL SOCL 
OLOGY t A Txxt-Boox ot Poi iTica. 
Cr. lew. 3t. 64. ml. 

Orny (Arthur). CAMBRIDGE. lUtutnted. 
Gamy tea. loa. 64. mi. 

Breltea OK Stin^). A CORNER Of 
THECOTSWOinaS. lllwtrated. 5aw»rf 
EdiHm. Demy lea. ft. 64. mi. 

GEORGE MEREDITH: NOYEUST. 
POET. REFORMER. With a Pectmit. 
Seeemd EdUtme. Cr, tea. da. 


«N« (Edwin SkA] 
OF A PLANET. 


GROWTH 
ited. Cr. teai d». 


(W. Hadt) aad HineUn (R. ah 
THE UFE OF ROBERT BROWNIN® 
llhistrated. Semnd EdUiem. Demy tea. 
Iff. 64. mi. 
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■ali (K. OA HEALTH THKOUOB 
DIET. TmrJ SdUtut. Cr. Im>. 
mi. 

HA1«(J. I.). FA1140US SB A ilGHTS: 
Fkom Saiamis T9 Till MiHA. liliisbitcd. 
Siand SditifH. Cr. toi*. U. mi. 

Hall (B. BA THB ANCIENT HISTORY 
OF THE NEAR BAST FROM THE 
EAKLIBST TIMES TO THE BATTLE 
OP SAIAMIS llliutrated. St€ml Rdi- 
am, £fm^ im. ly. mi. 

Haaaay (»A A SHORT HISTORY OP 
THB RO^L NAVY. Voi. I., iai7-t0S8. 
Smmd Kdttim. Vel. 11., i6B^ili5. 
Dtmy tm. £mtk jt, 6 d. mti. 

Hart (B.L THB GOLFING SWING 
SIMPLIFIED AND ITS MECHANISM 
CORRECTLY EXPLAINED. Third 
JUbtiom. Fc 4 tf. Sm. if. mt. 

Barkar (Alfrad). THE NATURAL HIS- 
TORY OP IGNEOUS ROCKS. With 
IIS DU^sms ud M Pistes. JDcmjf Ur. 
Tat. td. tut. 

HarMr (Oharlu ttA THE AUTOCAR 
RCaO.BOOK. With Maps. Frm 
Ytbtnitt. Cr. 9 m. Emeh ft. 6a. mi. 

Vol. I.—Sooth or thi TaAiiac. 

Vol. II.—North and Sooth Walh^ 
AKD Wbst Midland^. 

Voi III.'-Bast Amoua aho Kart Miu- 

LAMDS. 

VoL IV.—The North or Bhhland ano 
Sooth or Scotland 

BarrU (Fraak). THE WOMEN 01 
SHAKESFEARE. UtmyUa. 

Haitall (Attkar). THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLaON. lUoitiRtod. Ihmjf im. 
jt. id. mi. 

BflaaiAv (F. DARWINISM AND 

MODERN SOCIALISM. SumdEdUim. 
Cr, 9 m, 5 J. tut. 

UaRliT r«. MX ENGLISH LYRICS l 
CHAUCER TO POE. Stcomd MdSim 
Cr. Spa. sf. 6 d. mi. 

BUirOwrSaiHiBolR). ONE HUNDRED 
MASTERPIECES OF SCULPTURE 
Uiutreted Vtmp Iw, lor. 6il. mt. 

B1b«(Q. Lewlfi DAYS IN CORNWALL. 
IllMtiated. Third iB«AYifM. Cr. 6 m. 6 f. 

BobhOMa (L. T.). THE THEORY OF 
KNOWLEDGE. Snmd Xdiitm Dtmy 
Ida. iQi. id. mt. 

Babtan (1. A.). INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE: An AftliCatiom or Sconomu 
Tbuorit. Cr, fijiA. ti, fd mi. 


PROBLEMS OF POVERTY! Am Inqvhit 

INTO TKH INDOBTUAL COMOITtOM Or THE 
Poor. Eighth Editimt. Cr. Ida. as. id. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UN¬ 
EMPLOYED: An iNiraUir AMD AH 
EconomicP oucv. SixthEdUim. Cr. 9 m. 

sf. 6^. 

GOLD, PRICES AND WAGES: With an 
ExAKiMATioir or thi Qdantitv Throrv. 
Stemd Rdiiim. Cr. 9 m. y. 6 d. mt. 

Bodtsaa (Bn. W.). HOW to IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Ulus* 
trated. Third EMtim. PtttMk,^ ^ 

Haldtok (Sir T. H.). THE INDIAN 
BORDERLAND. 1180-1900. llhuttatad. 
Setmd Edition. Tiitny 8 m. xor. id. mi. 

Baldasarth (W. B.). A HISTORY OF 
ENGLISH LAW. Fmr VtUtmts. 
Volt. //., tll. Stcend Editim, Dtttgt 
•m. Emh lot. id. mt, 

Hollaid (Ollya). TYROL AND ITS 
PEOPLE, llloittatcd. Dtttrfhm. tor. Ai 

NA*. • 9 

Honbargk (B. L. S.). WATERLOO: A 
N amrativb AMO A LRiTigi»M. With PDai. 
Second Edition. Cr. Itw. 51 . 

THE LIFF OP SAVONAROLA. Illn- 
tnted. Fourth mud RnlmrgH Editim. 
Cr. 9 w. jt. mt. 

HoAialUuandar). MANCHURIA. lUuv 
trai-id. Second Edition. Demg 8 m. 71. 6A 
mt. a 

Hovall (A. a. Yarram SI. BERNARD¬ 
INO OF SIENA, nitrated. Dttnjt Im. 
tot. id. not. ^ 

HudMiR <W. A SHEPHERD'S 

LIFE t iMramuoNi or thi Sooth Wilt- 
SHiab Downs, lllustiatod. 2 'hird Edi¬ 
tion. Domjt im. 7f. id. mi, 

flamuliraf 8 (JohBH.). PROPORTIONAL 

REPRESENTATION. Cr.tm. v.mt. 
* 

Bitten (Edward). THB CITIES OF 
SPAIN. lUostiatad. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 9 m, ftr. 

THE CITIES OP UMBRIA, lllotttatrd. 

Fifth Editim. Cr. 8m. 61. 

THE CITIES OF LOMBARDY, llhvv 
trated. Cr. 8m. fit. 

THE CITIES OF ROMAGNA AND THB 
MARCHES. Hlastratad. Cr. 8.«». io, 

FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS¬ 
CANY WITH GENOA. UiustMted. 
Third Emm. Cr.Uuf it. 

SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY, 
llluitraled. Sitond fi'Jetton Cr, 8tv. it. 
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VENICE AND VENETIA. llltistnited. 

Cr, %vf. 6j. 

ROME. Illostratod. Tkird EdUien. Cr. 

ivo, Cs. 

COUNTRY WALKS ABOUT FLORENCE, 
Illustrated. Settnd Edittm. Fe«fi. Iw, 
y. mi. 

A BOOK OF THE WYE. Illustrated. 
Bern/ 8m. 7#. id. mi, 

IbMB (Htnvlk). BRAND. A Dramatic 
Poem, translated by Wilmam Wilson. 
FvwtK Edition. Cr, 8m. 34. id. 

CHRISTIAN MYSTICISM, 
^be Bampton Lectures of 1899.) TAird 
Edition, Cr. 8iv. y. mi. 

InnoH (A. D.). A HISTORY OF THE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr. ivo. dr. 

ENGI,AND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Fonrth Edition. Dtmy Bra. 
tor. id, net, 

iBlteB (Mary). SCHOOLS OF PAINT¬ 
ING. Illustrated. Second S^iitm. Cr. 
8^ S«. net. 

jABkl (E.). AN OWl'LINE OF ENG- 
LISHL 6 CAI.„,G 0 VERNMENT. T/a'rd 
Edition. Revised by R. C. K. Eksor Cr. 
8m. ar. id. net. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LAW: FaoH thx Eaklikst Tisus to 
THU Enb ov thk Year 1911. Vemjf Sbo. 
tot. id. Mi, 

JanilnAam (Oharlea Edvard). THE 
« MAXIMS OF MARMADUKE. Second 
Edition. Fco^. 8m. sr. 

JaVOBI (V. B.). PERSONALITY. Cr. 
Im ar. id. mt. ^ * 

JohnitOB (Sir H. H.). BRITISH CEN. 
TRAL AFRICA. lUoitrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. eio. iBt. not. 

THE NEGRO IN THE NEW WORLD. 
Illustrated. Cnmm 4to. eir. net. 

JaUaa (Lady) ol Borvlob. REVELA¬ 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOli^ Edited by 
Gracb Warrack. f^th Edition. Cr. 
8cw. sr. id. 

Eaattdolia). POEMS. Edited, with Intre* 
dnetionand Notes, by £. de SdLiKcouRT. 
With a Frontispiece in Photojtravute 
Third Edition. Dtmjf 8m. yr. id. mt. 

K«bt6(JolUI). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Intraduction and Notes by W. 
(Lock. Illustrated. Third Edition. Fce^. 
8or. 'je. id. 

KeiMli (ThomM A). THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. From the Latin, with an 
Intro<ittctionbyDRAN Farrar. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. Fenp, Sm. jr, id. 


i •THOMAS HEMERKEN A KRMPIS DE 
IMITATIONS CHRISTI. Edited by 
Adrian Foktbscur. Cr. 4to. jm. Mf.. 
limited to 150 copies. 

SlpUniKRadyardL THE POEMS. Service 
Edition. /* Volumes, Square/cap. 
8m. Cloth, as. id. mt each volume. 
Barr.\cr-Room Ballads, a Vob. 

Thx Seven Seas, a Vols. 

The Five NATioMf. a Volt. 
DErAETMENTAL DlTTlES. a Vols. 
BARRACK. ROOM BALLADS. siyth 
Thousand, Thirty-rirhth Edition. Cr, 

I 8m. Buckram, it. Alto Fasp. 8m. Cloth, 
4r. id. mt; knlher, 5*. mot. 

THE SEVEN SEAS, uotk Thontand. 
Tusenty'/ifth Edition. Cr. 8m. Emh- 
ram, 81. Also Fcap. 8m. Cloth, 4s. id. 
not; leather, 51. iwr. 

THE FIVE NATIONS, ^snd Thousand. 
Fourteenth Edition. Cr. 8m. Buckram, 
it. Also Fcap. 8w. Cloth, 40, id. ml; 
bather, js. mt. 

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Twenty 
Sisrth Edition. Cr. 8m Buckram, it. 
Also Fcap, Bm. Cloth, 40. id. net; leather, 
St. Mt. 

Laail) (Oharlai and Mary), THE COM¬ 
PLETE WORKS. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 
A New and Revised Ed. in Sits Volumes. 
IVith Frotdispieeet. Fcap. Boo, jr. each. 
The volumes are 

I. Miscellaneous Prose, it. Elia and 
THE Last Essays of Elia. hi. Books 
FOX Children, iv. Flays and Poems. 
V. and VI. Letters. 

Lann-Poelo (Btanlty), A HISTORY OF 
EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 
Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr. 8m. is, 

UBhestnr (Blr Ray). SCIENCE FROM 
AN EASY CHAliL Illustrated. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8r«. it, 

Um (Gerald Btanlsy). INSPIRED MIL¬ 
LIONAIRES. Cr. 8m. 3^. id. mt. 
CROW'DS: A Study or tub Genius of 
Democracy, and or the Fears, Desires, 

AND ExFSCTATIONS OF THX PEOrLE. 
Socottd Edition, Cr, ivo. is. 

Loek (WBItarh ST. PAUL, THE 
MASTER BUILDER. Third Edition. 
Cr. IM. 3r. id. 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Cr. Bm. fir. 

Lodde (Bir OllTW). THE SUBSTANCE 
OF FAITH, ALLIED WITH SCIENCE; 
A Catechism for Parbn rs and Teachers. 
Ebventh Edition, Cr. 8m. ar. net. 

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE: A Study 
OF THE Influence or the Advance in 
Scientific Knowt.boge upon ouh Unuer- 
standiho of Christianity. Ninth 
Edition. Hemp 8m. sr. net. 

Abo Fcap. 8m rr. net. 
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THE SURVIVAL OF MAN: A Stvdy iv 
UMRScootrutp Human Faculty. /kyfA 
BdihoH, WMt Cr. 8w. sr. nei. 

REASON AND BELIEF. Fifth Editim. 
Cr. too. y. id. net. 

MODERN PROBLEMS. Cr.tno. st.tui. 

Lorubim (Barn. CAPTURE AT SEA. 
Cr. too. as. id. net. 

Lorlmer (Otorgn RoraMl. LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. lllustrattd. 7Yiwi<f* 
fonrtk Edition. Cr. too. y. 64 , 

Atto F(ap. 8tw. M. ntt. 

OLD OORCON GRAHAM. lUnctratwL 
Second Edition. Cr. too. 6 t. Aiso Cr. 
too. as. net. 

Lucas (B.T.)» THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. Illustrated. Sinth Edition. Demy 
tro. 70. 6d. net. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Illus¬ 
trated. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. 800. 6 i. 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. Illoa- 
tcated. Sioenteenth Edition, Revised. Cr, 
800. 6t. 

A WANDERER IN PARIS. lUostnted. 
Twel/th Editiem. Cr. too, 6 s. Abo 
Fca^. B110. sr. 

A WANDERER IN FLORENCE. Illai- 
tiated. Sixth Edition. Cr. too. 6 s. 

THE OPEN ROAD; A Littlb Book rou 
Wavpakbus. Tveenty’fonrtk Edition. 
Ftop. tvo, y. Indin Pa^tr, js. 6 d. 

Also lliusimtetL Cr. ^to, isr, net. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN: A Littlb Book 
FOK TKS Uksamr. Eighth Edition, Fcetp. 
too. y. 

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Seventh 
Edition. Fcnp 800. sr. 

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Seventh 
Edition, Feap. too. y. 

THE GENTLEST ART: A Choicf of 
Letturs by Ektbrtaininc Hands. 
Eighth Edition, Fcap. too. S'. 

THE SECOND POST. Third Edition. 
Fa^. 8tv. y. 

HER INFINITE VARIETY: A Fbminxnb 
P oBTKAtT Gallckv. Sixth Edition. Fcap. 
too, y, 

GOOD COMPANY: A Rally of Mbn. 

Second Edition. Fcnp. too. y. 

ONE DAY AND ANOTHER. Fjfth 
Edition. Fcap. too. sr. 

OLD LAMPS FOR NEW. Fifth Edition. 
Fenp. 8df. y. 

LOITERER'S HARVEST. Second Edition. 
FmiP, 8m. y. 

LISTENER’S^LURE: An Obiiqub VAvnA~ 
rtw. Tenth Edition. Fcnp. too. sr. 
OVER BEMERTON'S: Ak Easy-Going 
Oiik»niclb. Twetfth Sdiiion. Fcmp. 
8«w. y. 


MR. INGLESIOS. Tenth Edition. Fenp, 
too. y. 

LONDON LAVENDER. E^h Edition. 
Fcap. Bcv. sr. 

THE BRITISH SCHOOL: An Anbcdotal 
Gdidb to thb BxirisK Painters anb 
Pain TINGS in thb National Oallbbt. 
Feap. 800. ar. 6 d. net, 

harvest HOME. Second Edition, Fcap. 
too, IS. net. 

A LITTLE OF EVERYTHING. Third 
Edition. Fcap. 800. tr. mot. 

See also Lamb (CbarlesX ^ 

Lydekhcr (K). THE OX A%' IT$ 
KINDRED. lUiutrated. Cr. 800. 6*. 

Lydckkcr (B.) and Othen. REPTILES, 
AMPHIBIA, FISHES, AND LOWER 
CHORDATA. Edited by J. C Cunning¬ 
ham. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. lor. 6 d. net 

■aeaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND 
HISTORICAL ESSAYS Edited by F. 
C. Montagus. Three Vebtmeu Cr. Baa. 
i8r. 

Mcoakcjdeuph). THE EMPRESSESOF 
ROME. Illustrated. Demy 800. \ve 7 vt,' 

THE EMPRESSES 0 £ CONSTANTI¬ 
NOPLE. lUiuttated. ffemy 800. tot. td, 
net. 

HaoGartliy peinoBd) and RumbII 
(igatbA). LADY JOHN RUSSELL: A 
Hbmoir. IlluBtram. Fourth Sdiiion. 
Demy too, lor. 6 a, net. 

McDcugall (Wmiam). AN INTRODU& 
TION TO SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGYf 
Eighth Edition, Revised. Cr. too, y. net. 

BODY AND MIND: A Histoxt and a 
Dsfbncb ov AAmisi^ Second Edition, 
Domy 800. 100. 6 d. not. 

Mautcrllnok flhtarlM)b THE BLUE 
BIRD: A Fahit PiMt m Six Acts. 
Translated by Albxandbk Tbikbiba db 
Mattos. 800. Deehb E^ees ^ 6df. 
fie^ Abo Feap, too. is. mot. An Edition, 
illustrated in colour by F. Catijiv Robin¬ 
son, is alao*^blishea. Cr, ^to. au. ntt. 
Of the above book Thirty-fiva Editions in 
all have been issued. 

MARY MAGDALENE: A Play in Thxbb 
Acts. Traaslatod by Alucamdbs Tbixbu a 
DB Mattoc. Third Edition. Fcap. too. 
Doeib Edgo^’ V' ^ "**• AboFeep. too. 
IS. net, 

OUR ETERNITY. TransUtad ^ AlbN* 
andbr Tbubiba OB Mattos. Fiap , too . 
y. net. 

HactBvUnob (Mm, H.) (OconfctM 
Leblanc). THE CHIT^RSN'S BLUE* 
BIRD. Translated By Albxamdbr 
T etxBiXA DB Marroa luuiirated. Foep, 
800. 51. net* 
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Mftlwfr7(J.FA A HISTORY OR EGYPT 
UN DER THE PTOLEMAIC DYNASTY, 
lilustrated. Second Kditiom. Cr. 8iw. 6 s. 

Maitland (F. W.). ROMAN CANON LAW 
IN THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 
Roycd iot. It. 6 d. 

Ha(Qtt m. R.). THE THRESHOLD OF 
RELIGION. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
Sf. net. 

Marriott fJ. A. R.). ENGT.AND SINCE 
WATERLOO. With Maps.. Second 
Edition, Revised. Demy too, ics. 6 d. net. 

MfMlSSkld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL¬ 
SON'S TIME. Ilhtitrated. Cr. Bvo. 
y. 6 d, net. 

A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Selected and 
Edited. Second Edition. Cr, too. y, 6 d. 
net. 

Maaterraan (0. F. TENNYSON 

AS A RELIGIOUS ‘TEACHER. Second 
Edition. Cr. too. 6 t. 

THE CONDITION OF ENGLAND. 
Ponrik Edition, Cr.tvo. 6j. Also Fca.^. 
^ ^vo, xsnet. 

Hayne (Ethel Colbarn). BYRON. Illus¬ 
trated. Two Volumes. Demy Boo. ais. net. 

Medley (D. ORIGINAL ILLUSTRA¬ 
TIONS OF ENGLISH CONSTITU- 
TIONALHISTORY. Cr.Boo. y. 6 d.net. 

Hethaen (A. H. ENGLAND'S RUIN: 

Dtscussm IN Fovstken Letters to a 
pROTRCTiONisT. Itmtk Edition, Rovised. 
Cr. too. 3d. not. 

Milee ^taoe). LIFE AFTER LIFE; 
oit» Tub Theory or Rbincarnatiom. 
Cr. Boo. as. 

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION: 
Uuw T* Acquire it. Pi/th Edition. 
Cr, IM. 3«. Bd. net. 

PREVENTION AND CUKE. Second 
EdUion. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6 d. net. 

HlUall (i. «.)• THE LIFE AND LET¬ 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS. Illustrated, ^^hird Ration. 
Demy Boo. ’it. Bd, net. 

HllDt a, 0^ A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illwttated. 
Second Edition. Cf\ too. Bo. 

llttelieU(P. 01 ialmeni> THOMAS HENRY 
HUXLEY. Soi^Edilion. Pcaf. Boo. 
tt. not, 

Holfat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 
'PRUSSIA. Illustrate. Fomih Edition. 
Cr, Boo. 6r. 

MARIA THERESA. lUintrated. Demy 
too. tot, Bd. net. 


Money (L. 0. Chloua). KICHKS ani. 
POVERTY, 1910. Eleventh F.dt(.6n. 
Demy Boo. y. net, 

MONEY’S FISCAL DICTIONARY,-1910. 
Second Edition, Demy Bvo. y. net. 

THINGS THAT MATTER: Papers ow 
Subjects which are, ok ought to he, 
UMDBR Discussion. Demy Boo, 51. net. 

Montague ( 0 . B.). DRAMATIC VALUES. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Boo. y, 

Moorbottie (B. HaUara). NELSON'S 
LADY HAMILTON. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Demy Bno. js. Bd. net. 

Mordao (C. Lloyd). INSTINCT ANI) 
EXPERIENCE. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
y. net. 

Kevin (La^ Dorothy). MY OWN 
TIMES. Edited by her .Soil. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy Boo. 15.1. net. 

O’DonneU (Elliot). WERWOLVES. Cr. 
Bvo. y. net. 

Oman (0. W.O.). A HISTORY OF THK 
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDJ.E 
AGES. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 10 s. Bd. 
net. 

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN 
CONQUEST. With Maps. Third Kdi‘ 
tion, Keinsed. Demy 8ev. lor. Bd, net, 

Oxford (H. H.). A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. Sixth Edition, Revised. 
Cr. Bvo, y, Bd. net. 

Pakee (W. G. 0.). 1 HE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Second emd 
Chen^r Edition, Revbed by A. T, 
Nankivkll. Cr. Boo. y, net. 

Parker (Brie). A BOOK OF THE 
ZOO. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr, 
Bvo, 6 s. 

Peare (Sir Edwin). TURKEY AND ITS 
PEOPLE. Second Edition. Demy 
lajr. Bd. net, 

Petrie (W. M. FUnderi.) A HISTORY 
OF EGYPT. Illustrated. Six Volumes, 
Cr. Bvo. 6t. each. 

Vot.. 1. From thb 1st to thb XVIth 
Dynasty. Seventh Edition. 

VoL. 11. Thb XVIIth and XVIIIth 
Dynasties. F^h Edition. 

VoL. III. XIXtk to XXXth Dynasties. 

Voi™ IV. Egypt okobr the Ptoi.ismaic 
Dynasty. J. P. Mahappy. .^eteiedEdition. 

Voi. V. Egypt ui-s er Roman Rulb. J. G. 
Milnb. Second Edition. 

You VI. EcyeT in the Middi.k Agb.s. 
Stanley Lang Poolx. Second Edition, 
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RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANQENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr.8w. 

91 . 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. 8w. 

91 . 6 </. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Pavyri. First Scries, tvth to xiuh Dj^nasty. 
Illustrated. Stcond Ediiitm. Cr. 8cw. 
31. hd. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. Second Series, xviiiih to xixtb 
Dynasty. Illustrated. Stand Bdititn. 
Cr. ivt. 31. 6 d. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. lllui- 
treted. Cr. iw 31. 6 d. 

PoUard (Alfred W.). SHAKESPEARE 
FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. A Study in 
the Bibliography of Shakespeare's Plays, 
X594 >i 685. Illustrated. f'oHt. £i is. tut. 

Porter (Q. R.}. THE PROGRESS OF 
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited 
by F. W. Hikst. Dtmjt 8iw. £t is. tut. 

Fewer (J. (TConao^ THE MAKING OF 
AN ORATOR. Cr.tw. 61. 

Prloe (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND 
FROM .ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD 
TOYNBEE. IfintA Rditien. Cr. 8m. 
*s. td. 

Pyoraft (W. Ft). A HISTORY OF BIRDS. 
Illustrated. Dmjf 8m. 101. 6 d, net. 

Rawllngi (Qertrnde B.). COINS AND 
HOW TO KNOW THEM. lUustrated. 
TMrd Sditien. Cr. 8m. 61. 


Sejan (0. TaU). THE FRESHWATER 
F^HES OF THE BRITISH ISLES. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8m. Or. 

Held (Arohdall). THE LAWS OF HERE¬ 
DITY. Stc^ MdUion, Demy 8m. 
£i u. tut. 

Sfltartsen ( 0 . Qraiit). SELECT STAT¬ 
UTES, CASES, AND DOCUMENTS. 
t 66 o>i 839 . Stamdt Bemud nnd Btdasy^w 
, Bditims. Dtmy 8 m tor. fid. net. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER¬ 
IANS. Illustrated. Second Sditim. Den^ 
8m. xm. id, net. 

Roe (Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE. 
IJlustrated. Second £diim. Dtmy See. 
joi. 6 d. tut. 


Roll* (Rlohard). THE ITRE OF LOVE 
AND THE MENDING OF LIFE. 
Edited by Fbancbs M. Ctutrse. Cr, Smo. 
31. 6 d. net. 

Ryan (P. F. W.), STUART LIFE AND 
MANNERS: A Social HtstoxT. lUos- 
trated. Dtmy 9 vo, los. 6 d. tut. 

Byley (A. Bereeford). OLD PASTE. 
Illustrated. Boyat Boo. j£a at. net. 


•Bakl* (H. H. Vunro). REGINALD. 
Third Edition. Fcnp, 8m. as. net. 


REGINALD 
ai. id. net. 


IN RUSSIA. 




lohldrowlts (PhUIp). RUBBER. Illus¬ 
trated. Demy 8m. lor. id. net. 

Beloul (Edmond). TOMMY SMITH'S 
ANIMALS, niustrated. Fourteenth Edi¬ 
tion, Fcaf, 8m. si. id. 

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 
Illustrated. Snvrtth Edition. Feop. 8m.' 

91 . id. 

JACK’S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr.loo. isf 


Bhakeepeare (WUllam). « 

THE FOUR FOUOS, 1693; 1639; 1664; 
1685. Each /4 41. nett or a complete set, 
£i% X 91 . net. 

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE¬ 
SPEARE. With an Iiitnxluciion and Notes 
by George Wynoiiam. Demy 8 m. Buck- 
*am, i 9 t. id. 

Bhav (Btanley). WILLIAM OF GER¬ 
MANY. Detny Bm. 71. id. net. 

* 40 

Bbeiley (Perey Byeihe). POEMS. With 
an Introduction by A. Clutton-Brock and 
notes by C. D. LococK. Tttu Velnntes. 
Demy 8m. £x is. tut. 

Bladen (Dondlaa). SICILY: Thb New 
Winter Resort. An Encyclopedia of 
Sicily. WithRMi Illustrations, a Map, and 
a Table of the Railway System of Sicily. 
Second Edition, Fevisui. Cr. 8 m. 31, net. 

Blaaier (H. H.). TRADE UNIONISM. 
Cr. 8 m. m. w. 

Bmlth (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
Nations. Edited hv Edwin Cannan. 

Two Vohtmu. Dennt Voo, £i st. tt^. 

Smith (0. F. Herbert). GEM-STONES 
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC- 
TERS. Illustceted. Suo^ JUditieef, Cr. 
Cm, 61. net. 
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BBlU (F. I.). K BOOK OF eXMOOR. 
tOvslrated. Cr. Sm. 6s. 

8<ialr«(J.O.). WILLIAM THE SILENT, 
with It IQustretiooB. Dmy 9 wh sos. 6i. 
mt, 

•BtUMlIflh.* GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S. 
Sixth EdiUtts, Pend, hot, it. nti. 

Stavuiflon gi. L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 
by Sit SiD <IKV CuLrur. A Nnt okJ £«> 
larfeJ Edition in four nolmmes. Fowrth 
EditioH. Fem^, ivo. Ssuh it. Ltathtr, 
tsj^tSt, tut. 

Storr (Teraott F.L DEVELOPMENT 
AND DIVINE PURPOSE. Cr. s'- 
Mt. 

BtnAt&lM (I. I.). MODERN MUSIC 
AMD MUSICIANS. lUuttrated Stoond 
Editim. Devtf 8m. 7'* Mi. 


TAjrlor a. w.). THE COMING OF THE 
SAINTS. S^ond EtUHim, Cr. |w. st, 

Mt. 

Taylor (Vri* BatU) (Barrtet OsBo'oa). 
JAPANESB GARDENS. lUutnted. 
Cr. 4/0. £t U. Mi, 

Thlbanaeaii (A. 0 .)l BUNAPA&TE AND 
THE CONSULATE. Tnti«Ialed and 
Edited by G. K. FoKTBficua Illustrated 
Dtmjf too. lor. 6d. not. 

Thomai (Bdvanl). MAURICE MAE¬ 
TERLINCK. Illutratea. Second EdituH. 
Cr, 8 m. it. net. 

fhenipMB nriandiL SELECTED 
PO^S OF FRANCIS THOMPSON. 
With a Bia2T«|»hic«l Mote by Witriuo 
Mbitnbuu mtha Portrait iaPhocogrBvore. 
I'tnetdjf-eighih Thensaad, Patf. gt. 

Mi. 


Bnmil (B. 8.L HANDLEY CROSS. 
Illustrate 4 f/th EdiHon. PMf. 8w. 
GiU top, jt. 6d. Mt, 

lUt. SPONGE'S SPORITMG TOUR. 
* lUuatrated. Second Edition. Penp. too. 
Gift ttp. 3t, 6d. Mt. 

ASK MAMMA; oh. THE RICHEST 
COMMON^ IN ENGLAND. Ulus- 
traud. Pco/. Bm. Gift top. x. 6 d, net. 
lORROCKS'S JAUNTS AND JOLLI- 
TI^. Illustrated. Pourth Edtiion. Peap. 
too. Gilt top. it. 6d. net. 

MR. FACEV ROMEORD'S HOUNDS. 
iDusttated. Ptnp. Bee. Gilt top, ys. 6d. 

« Mt. 

HAWBUCK GRANGE; ok, THE SPORT¬ 
ING adventures OP IHOMAS 
SCOTT, Esq. Illustrated. Penp, Ivo. 
Gilt top. gt. 6dMut.* , 


Bnw (Raary). THE LIFE OF THE 
BLESSED HENRYSUSO. ByHi«u,iu.H. 
Translated W T. F. Knox. With an Intro¬ 
duction by Dbah Imcb. Second Edition, 
Cr. too. gt, id. Mi. 


Tll«Stoa(HatyW.> DAILY SIRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Tvuntvfirtt 
Edition. Medium i6n»o. ar. 6d, nti. 
Also an edition in snpenot binding, 6r. 
THE STRONGHOLD OF HOPE. 
Medium i6mo. ar. 6d. Mt. 

ToyniMB (Paget). DANTE ALIGHIERI. 
His Libb awo Works. With 16 Illustra¬ 
tions. Pourth ntid Enlnrfed Edition. Cr. 
Bev. 5s. Mt. 

Trevelyut (Q. H.). ENGLAND UNDER 
THE STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. 
Sintk Edition. Domjt Bw. xor. 6d. net. 

frlggB (H. lolgo). TOWN PLANNING; 
Past, Prisunt, and Possible. Illustra¬ 
ted. Secend Edition. Wide Roynf too, 

xsr. Mt, 

Dnderbip (BvBlyo). MYSTICISM. A 
Study in the Nature and Development of 
Man's Spritnal Coosciousnrss. I^th 
Edition. Demy See. rsr. net. 


BiraatoB (B. 1 

TO KNOW T 


FUNOl AND HOW 
M. lUwRtated. Cr.too, 


61. net. 


BRITISH PLANT-GALLS. Cr. too. 
jt, td. net. 


Bymei U. BAi THE FRENCH REVO¬ 
LUTION. Seeo/id Edition, O’.Bee. as. 6^. 


Tabor (lavgaNt THE SAINTS IN 
art. V^th their Attributes and Symbols 
^Alphabetically Ariansed. Illustrated. 
Tk^ Edition. Pa^vu. ^6d.Mt. 

Taylor (B. B.W ELEMENTS OF META¬ 
PHYSICS. Eeeond Edition. Demy Bew. 
tor, td. mt. 


Urvlok a. ix A PHILOSOPHY OF 
SOCIAL PROGRESS. Cr.too. 6t, 

Yardoo (Harry). HOW TO PLAY GOLF. 
Illustrated. EEnth Edition, Cr. too. 
at. 6d. net 

Vornott (Hott. W. Warr«n)» READINGS 
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With 
aa Intxoduaion by the Rev. Dr. Moorb. 
TWe Voluttttt. Soeond Edition, Eewntien, 
Cr. too, tgt, net. 

READINGS ON THE PUROATORIO 
OF DANTE. With an Intioduetion by 
the late Dbah (^vrch. Two Volomei, 
Third EdtEm, Eeotsed, Cr.ttfO. igt,Mt 
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READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF 
DANTE. With «n Introduction W the 
BisifO(> or Ripom. Tw Felumst. Stmti 
EditiiHy Rtvised, Cr, tor. 13/. ntt. 

Ttekera <K«nBetfi H.). ENGLAND IN 
THE LATER MIDDLE AGES. With 
Mtpi. Sftimd Editufti Am'W. Dtmy 
to#. io«. 6 d. tut. 

Wkddoll (L. A,). LHASA AND ITS 
MYSTERIES. With a Rocord of the Ex^ 
pedition of 1903-1904. Illnstraied. 'I'Ami 
mnd Cktafitr SdttUn, Mtdium I0#. 7#. id. 
net. 

Wado ( 0 . W. and i. H.). RAMBLES IN 
SOMERSET. Illustrated. CV. Sw. it. 

. «r»|nto (Blohard). RICHARD WAG¬ 
NER’S MUSIC DRAMAS. Interprcta- 
tionsi embodying Wagner's own explaiia- 
Hops. By Alice Lkichtom Clbathes 
\ tr«d Basil Ckvmp. Fe*/. Bw. as. id. ttuk. 

! Thi RiHC or THE NiaHLUHO. 

Sixth RditivH. 
tOHHNGBIN AHD PAKStPAU 
Third SdituH. 

Ihistan and Isolde. 

Stetttd Bditum, 

TanmiiXvsie and the Mastkrsthgees 
or Nummiukc. 

WntorboDM (Bllwbotb). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED. Link Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Third Ediiien. 
Smmll t'ett to#, et. net, 

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE. 
A Second Series of Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Small Fott Bo#, 
sf. M#r. 

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Bring 
Selections for Morning and Evening Reao- 
ing. Chosen and arraiiged by Elisaibtb 
Watbkhoosb. Large Cr. 80#. 51. net. 

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Setnd 
Sdiiitm. SmaU Feiiim. tt. ntt. 

VERSES. Ste0ndEditfen,Mnlmrgtd. Fe*^. 
Bo#, ar. ntt. 

WatonCW.Q.). ITALIAN SCULPTORS. 
Illuslrated. CV. tor. ft. id, net. 

Watt (Fr&Bcil). EDINBURGH AND 
THE LOTHIANS. lllmlrated Setmd 
Edition. Cr. 80#. loi. id. tut. 

R. L. S. Sectnd Ediiipn, Cr. 9 w, it. 

WadmoM (dir Fradarlek). MEMORIES. 
Second Edition. Dtmy So#. 7«. id. net. 

WaUall (Arthor E. P.). A GUIDE I'O 
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER 
EGYPT: Fhom Arydos to the Sudan 
P aoNTiaiu Illustrated. Second Rdiittn. 
Cr. lav. p. id, net. 


WaUl (l.b OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. TUfd Edititn. Cr. to#, p. id. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Etnr- 
ieench Edititn. With 3 Maps. Cn 8w. 
jr. id. 

WhMlar (Oven). A PRIMER OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY. With 17 llkstratlons. 
Cr, iw. »t, id, net. 

WhItNB (Wilfred). A LONDONER’S 
LONDON. Illustrated. Seeend Edition. 
Cr, Bi)#. it. 

Wlldcrowar). THE WORKS OFWECAR . 
WILDE. Tv.'eh>e Volumes, Fc^ 8m. 
St. net eneh whtmt. 

I. Loro Arthur Savilb’s Crimb and 
THE Portrait or Mn. W. H. n. Th* 
Docness or Padua. 111. Pobms. iv. 
Lady Wimdbrmkkk’s Fan. r. A Womak 
or No IiiroRTANCx. ti. Am Ideal Hut' 
band. vii. The Importahcb op 
Earnest, tiu. A Hovst or Pome- 

aRAMATES. IX. ImTRMTIONS. X. De PkO- 
FVNDIS AND PRISON LETTERS. XI. ESSAVS. 

XII. SALOMf, A Florentine TKAOKor* 
and La Saints CouRTi:iANE. i t 

WUdind (Anthony F). ON T H E COU RT 
AND OFF. With si IB>>tttAtio»s. Sixth 
Edition. Cr, Be#, p. net. 

WilllMni (il‘ loel). A FAIR CON¬ 
SPIRATOR : Marie ds Rohan, Duchrss 
OE Chevrkuse. With a Frontispiece in 
PHotogiavure and li other Illustrations. 
Demy Bo#, ist. net. 

WilBon(B»Mt H.). A NATURALIST IN*^ 
WESTERN CHINA. Illustrated, .iecona 
Mdilion. 2 Vola Demy Bzw. £s los. net. 

• m 

Wood (Sir Bmlyn). FROM MIDSHIP- 
MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. lUus- 
tzmted. F^ik Edition. Dtmy tmo. p, id, 
net, 

Alto Fet^. Bee. it. net. 

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1837- 
59}. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. too. 
it. A- 

Wood (W. BlrklMolQ and Edmonds (OoL 
J. B.). A HISTORY OF THE CIVIL 
WAR IN THE UNITED STATES 
(1861-65). With an Introduction by Spenser 
WILKINSON. With 34 Maps and Plans. 
Third Editien. Demylw. tit, 6d.net. 

WovdiworBh (W.). POEMS. With an 
Introduction and Notes by Nowell C. 
Smith. Three Volumes. Demy 8m. xst. 
net, 

• 

Tiatl (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Third Edttion. Cr, 8m. 3#. id . 
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Part II.—A Selection of Series 


ABoient Oitidfs 


General Editor, Six B. C. A. W1NDLB 
Cr. Soe. 4 f. 6d, ncf eaci mlttffei 
With lllnstratlons by E. H. Nxw, nnd other Artists 


Bristol. Alfrt-l Harvey. 
CAMTa»»uifv. J. C. Cox. 
CkbstkRi Sir B. C. A. Wtndle. 
PfiLlN. S. A. 0. Fitipatrick. 


EuiMU'KGtl. M. O. WUllam-on. 

Limcoln. S. Mansel Sympsi^n. 
StfRewsMixv. T. Audfn. 

I Wills and Glastonbury. T. S. ITolnies. 


The Antiquary's Books 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX 
Ihmjf 7r. 6af. tut each twium 
With Naweruag Illustrations 


Ancient Painteh Oi.Aa« ns £n(;i.ams. 
PhS*ip NeboiL 

Arckaolccv aww Fai.jn Antwhiitum. 
R.. Manro. 

Bells or BNotANn, The. Cane* J. J, 
Raven. Sf€otuf BdUi^tt. ^ 

Brassks «y Engiju(D, The. Herbert W. 
Macklin. nird SdUitn. 

Celtic Art in pAfiA» ano Christian 
Times. J. RomUly All^ Stcatid SdiHen. 

Castles and WAT.Lito Towns or Xnei AND, 

The. K. Harvey. 

CkvkCKWAjuiEM's Accounts, j. C. C«>t. 

DoHESttAT Itn}(|KST, Tne. Adolphus BalHni. 

EkOUSK CkUECH FURMiTURS. J. C. Cox 
aiul A. Huvey. Stctnd EditiCK, 


£}’(:USH C’ STUMB. Froov Prelusluric Times 
tu the End of the EiKhteenLU Otitur>% 
George Ciiucb. 

Engi rsu Monastic Li/e Cuiliunl Gosquet. 
Fturtk Editimt. 

Knomsm Sealv. j. Hwev Bloom. 

Foi.k-Lohr as an Historical Bctkaxb. 
Sir G. 1« Goirme. 

OlLOS AMD CO.MMniES QV I.fitfOOH, Th£. 
George Unwin. 

"Hermits and Ancmo'iites ov £mg( aho, 
The. Rothe Maty Clay. 

Manor and Mavoeial Rf<o*»s, Thr 
HatbanWl J> Hoae. SitMd Ediiiim, 

Medmvai. HojfiTALs OF KNjflLAMn, The. 
Rotha M«iry Clay. 

Old English iNsiEt/itsNTR or Music 
F. W. GalpjB. Scr4Hd Edth’oM, 
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Th« Xtttl^awy'B Bookf—00/it/DffMf 

Old EMGUsn Lipkakiks. Ernest A. Sav^je. 

Old SsairjCB 1k>OK{! op tkb English 
Ckvick.^ Chrklcplier W<nd«warth, and 
Hemy Liulehaks. S€c«tul 

PARtm Lipb «m Mk-iUiC^Ai. Eholahd. 

Cardinal Gai<iurt. Ffurr ^ 

Parish Rscisrsns or EnglamD) Tub. 
J.C Cox. 


Rbmains of tub PxnnsTOUC Acs in 
Knoij^hd. Sir B. C. A. Windle. Steond 
Mdiiiett. 

Roman Era in Britain, Tub. J. Ward. 

Romano-Dsitish Buildings amp Eabth* 

«oKKS. J. Ward. 

Rovm. foutsia OF ENriLAHD. Thb. t, C. 
Cox, 

Shkinbs of BsmsH SAiitn. J. C. Wall. 


The Avdeii Shakespeape 


Demy 8210 . 2 r. mt each volume 

An edition of Shnkespeare in .Single Plays; eadi edited with a full Introduction, 
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page 


All's Well That Ends Wkll. 

Antomt and CLaoPATtA. Stemd Sdition . 
As You Like It. 

CVMaBUNK. 

Couanv op KitEoits, The 
Hauiat. Fcntrik Rditieth 
Julius Carfax. 

*Kinc Hxkxv it. Pt. l 
Kino Kbihrt t. 

King Hrnky vi. Pt. i. 

King Hbhkt vi. Pt. u. 

King Henry tl Pt. ul 
King Lksr. 

Kino Rickard a . 

King Richard m. 

Link and Dpath of King Jobn, T«r 
I.QVB*S Lajkiur's I.OST, SicMid fidleioH . 


I Macfbtb. 

I Mbasupf for Msafuhl ^ i 

Mkrchakt or Vknice, Tux. SecondEdttioH . 
Mkrrt Wives of Windsor,^Thb. 

I Midauhmbx Night's Dream, A. 

I Otmfixo. 

PSRICLBS. 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Tami.tc of the Shrew. Tua 
TrupKsr. Thr. 

Timom of Athens, 

Titos Anhkowicus. , ^ 

Tegilcs and Csfssioa. 

Two (rKNTLRVKN OF VBRONA, ThEI 
TMrBi.FTH Niciit. 

VRwin AHU AuOHM. 

' Winter’s Xai ^ Tna 

a 


Glasdoa of Art 


Edited by Db. j, H. W. LAING 
With numtrmts lllustratiem* Wide iteyeU 8 iv 


Art of the Creeks, The. H. B. WaHwra 
Its , id . tut . 

Art or the Romans, The. H. B. WaUuv. 
t$r. mt , 

Chardin. H. £. A. f *irst. tsj. 6 d . mt . 


Donatello. Mood Crottwtli. t $ s , wA 
FloRTHTIHB &ULFTORS OF THE RBHAIS* 
SANCB. WiUtolm Rode. ^TiaDslated by 
JriMc Haynes, rsp. fd , tidl 
George Romnet. Artliur B. Chambwlabi. 
isr. 6 d . Mi . 
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ClasilM of kvt—continued 

Gtin^LAMDAio. Gerald S. Davies. Secmut 
Fiiitiffth lor. 6^. net. 

LawrfMcb. Sir Walter Armstrong. £\xs.nei. 

Michrlangrlo. Gerald S. Davies. lar. 
nti. 

Rai'KAEU a. P. OppA TstJ. fd. net. 

RKMijRAKirr's Etchings. A. M. Hind. 
Two Volumes, w. nti. 


RtruSNS. Edward Dillon, asr. net, 

Tintorbtto. Evelyn March Phillipps. 151. 
ntL 

Titun. Charles Ricketts, ijr. ntt. 

ToRNBtt's Sketches and Drawings. A. J. 
Finberg. Stcoiid Edition. 12s. 6 d. net. 

VstAZQUEZ. A. dc Beruete nr. 6 d. ruL 


The * Complete* Series 

Fu/fy lUustraitd, Dmy 8w 


Thb Complete Association Footballer. 
B. S. Evers and C £. Ilughes>Davies. 
Si. net. 

The Complete Athletic Trainee. S. A. 
Mtusabini. 5;. net. 

« The Complete Billiard Plavbe. Charles 
Roberts, tor. 6 d. net. 

The Comflbtk Amatkur Boxer. J. G. 

Bohun Dynqh. sr. «r^. 

XuR Complete Cook. Liliaa Whitling. 
js.Cd. net. 

The Couplbtk Cricketer. Albert E. 
Knight, ji. 6 d. net. Steend Edition. 

The Complete Foxhdktkk. Charles Rich* 
ardson. XM. Cd. net. Second EdiEon, 

Tux Complete Golpeh. Harry Vardan, 
rot. 6 d. net. FonrteentA Edition, Revised. 

The Complete Hockev*Playkr. Eustace 
E. White. ^ Second Edition, 

The Complete Horseman. W. Scarth 
DiROE. Second Sditiote. nt. id. not. 


The Complete Lawn Tennis Player. 
A. Wallis Myers, nr. id, net. Fourth 
Edition, 

The Complete Motorist. Filson Young, 
xar. id. net. Uva Edition {Seventh). 

The Complete Mountaineer. G. D. 
Abraham. 151. net. Second Edition. 

The Complete Oarsman. R, C. Lehmann, 
zor. id. net. 

The Complete Photographer, R. Cliild 
Bayley. zor. id. net. Fifth Edition, 
Rivited. 

The Complete Rugby Foo 7 iiAi.LERr oh the 
New Zealand System. D. Gallaher and 
W. J. Stead. lor. fd. net. Second Edition. 

The Complete Shot. G. T. Teasdale* 
BuckelL zar. id. not. Third Edition. 

The Complete Swimmer. F. Sachs, yr. id. 
net. 

The Complete Yachtsman. R. Hcckstall* 
Smith and £. du Boulay. Second Edition, 
Eetristd. ijr. net. 


The Connoiseeiir’e Library 

Witk numerous iflustratiens. Wide Royai 8zv. 2 $s. net tath volume 


English Furniture. F. S. Robinson. 

English Coloured Books. Martin Hoidie. 

Etchings. Sir F. Wedmore Second EdiEon, 

European Enamels. Henry H, Conyng- 
baffle. 

^Gx.ass. Edwsrd Diilon. 

Goldsmiths’ and Silversmiths^ Work. 
Kelson DaiAoiL Second Edition. 

Illuminated MAHuiCBEtPTS. J. A. Herbert. 
Second Sdithm. 


Ivories. Allied Maskell. 

Jewellery. H. Clifford Smith. Second 
Edition. 

Mezzotints. Cyril Davenpoib 

Miniatures. Dudley Heath. 

Porcelain. Edward DBIon. 

Fine Books. A. W. Pollard. 

Seals. Walter de Gray Birch. 

Wood Scuunruxt. Alfred MaskelL Second 
Edition. 



i6 Methukn and Company Limited 

Handbooks of English Chnpoh History 

Edited W J. It. BURN. Crmn $vc, 2s, 6d. net each nalume 


The Foundatioks or the English Chosck. 

J. H. Maud«. 

Tmr Saxon Church and the Norman 
Conquest. C. T. Cruttwell. 

The MsDtJBVAL Church and the Papacy. 
A. C. Jtnaingi. 


Handbooks 

Thk DorTRiNK or thr Incarnation. R. L. 

Otlley, Fi/ik FJttinn, Revised. Pemy 

8f/>. lai. 6«. 

A History or Early Christian Doctrine. 

J. F. Bethune-Baker. Demy tiw. lor. 6 d. 

An Introduction to the History of 
Re.i.:gion. F. B. Jevons. Sixth Edition. 
Demy tse, xos. 6 d. 


The Reformation Period. Henry Gae. 

The Struggle with Puritanism Brace 

Qlaxland. 

The Church of England in the Eicn- 
TEBNTit Century. Alfred Pluinmer. 


of Theology 

Ah Introduction to the History or the 

CvKBDS. A. £. Burn. Ptmy ivo. tot. U. 

Thr PinLOSOFKV of Relioion in England 
AND America. Alfred Caldecott. Demytuo. 
tot. 6 d. 

The XXXIX AiiriCLRs of the Ciuirch tie 
England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibion. 
Eifkth Edition. Penty 8 m. im. (id. 


The *Rome Life* Series 

Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 6s. t$ los. 6d. mt 


Home Lirs in America. Katherine C. 
Busbey. Second Edition. 

Homs Life in France. Miss Betbam- 
Edwards. Sixth Edition. 

Home Life in Grrmany. Mrs. A. Sidewick. 
Third Edition. 

Home Life in Holland. O. S. Meldrum. 
Second Edition, 


Home I.ifb in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon. 
Third Edition. 

Home Life in Norway. H. K. Daniels 
Second Edition. 

Home Life in Russia. A. S. Rappoport. 

Home Life in Spain. S. L Bensusan. 
Second Edition. 


The Iliufitrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books 


Fcap. 8otf. y. 6d, net earh volume 

WITH COLOURED ILLUSTRATIONS 


The Life and Death of John Mvtton, 
Esq. Nimrod. F^h Edition. 

The Life op a Sportsman. Nimrod. 

Handley Cross. R. S. Surtees. Fourth 
Edition. 

Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. R. S. 
Surtees. Second Edition. 

Jgrrocks’s Jaunts and Jollities. R. S. 
Surtees. Third Edition. 

Ask Mamma. R. S. Surtees. 


The Analv.sis of the Humtihci ^.Fikld. 
R. S. Surtees. # 

The Tour of Dr. Svnt.lx in Search of 
THE Picturesque. William Combe. 

The Tour or Dr. Syntax in Search of 
Consolation. Williani Combe. 

The Third Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search 

OE A Wife. WilUam Combe. 

Life in London. Pierce Egan. 


WITH PLAIN ILLUSTRATIONS , 

I'iiE Grave: A Po<.m. Robert BUir. | Illu&'.k.mion'^ of thr IiOok of Job. ln> 

{ reiJted and F.ngraved by WilUam Blake. 
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Lftadani of BeU|{loA 

Edited hy H. C. fiEECHlNG. Wiik PatirttUt 
Ctsnan 8m. is. net sack V9lum« 


CaiIdimal Nbwkah. R. H. Hatton. Sectiul 
Edition. 

JOBTM WssuiV. J. H. OvwrtWB. 

Bmhop Wir.Kii[KPOscB. G. W. DanielL 


•CA1tqA4AL 

EMiian, 


Manning. A. W. Hutton. Stetni 


ClIAMUXS StMBOH.' H. C. G. Moultt. 


John Kkox. F. MtwCuan. Second Edition. 
John Howf. R. F. Horton. 

Thomas Kbh. F. A. ClMke. 


Gboxgb Fox, tjuAKKn. T. Hodgkin. 
Tkitd Edition. 


JORH Rsbl& Wnlt«t Lock. .iemnH Ed. 

Thomas Chalmbu.. Mrs. OUphnst Second 
Editun, 

Lancsi ot Andsbwbs. R. L. Ottlov. Second 
Edition. 

Auuustins on Camtmsborv. E. L. Cutts. 

Wii.LiAM liAvn. W. H. Hutton. Eturth 
Edition. 

JuuN Oonkb. Augvstus JeSii.'rp. 

Thomas Csahmbk. .V. J, Mason. 

LATiMES. R. U. and A. ). Carlyle. 

Buhop Butler. W. A. Spooner. 


Tho Libravj of DoYotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Noteft 
Small Fait 8va. clatk. zs.: kather. is. 6dL mi each volume 


The Confessions of St. Augustine. 
l/inih Edition. 

Vue Imitation of Cksist. Eighth Edilivn. 

Tub Christian Ysail Fifth Edition. 

Lyra Inhocbntiu^ 'Ekird Edition. 

Tub Tbmflb. Second EdUim 

A Boor or Z>«votn>ms. Second ^rVriw. 

A Serious Call to a Dbvout ane Holy 
Life. Fifth Edition . 

A Goiob to Etbrnitv. ^ 

The Inner Way. 't hird Edition . 

On the Love of Co*. 

The Psalms or Dr.vio. 

Lyra Apostolica. 

The Sows or Songs. 

The Thoughts or Pascau Second Edition, 

« ^ 

Manual or CoNSOLATtoN prom the 
Saints and Fathers. 

Devotions from the Apocrvyka. 

The Spiritoal Combat. 


The Devotions of St. Anselm. 

Bishop Wilson's Sacka Plivaia. 

Grace Abounoing to the Chief of Sin* 
nkrs. 

I.VRA Sacka. A Bmk of Saaed Verse. 

Second Edition, 

A Day Boor from tbc Saints anb 
Fathers. 

A Littu Book of HkavaNlv Wisdom. A 

Selection from tke English Mystics. 

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from 
the German Mystics. 

An Introduction to the Devout I.ife. 

The Little FrArwB;i': of tke Gloiuous 
Mbssbr St. Francis and or his Friars. 

I 

Death and Immortality. 

I The Spiritual Guide. Third SdUan 

1 

Devotions for Every Day in the Week 
AMD THE Gr.TAT FESTIVALS. 

PsEuBS PriVATAB. 

Horae Mvsticab. A Day Book from the 
Writings of Mystics of Many Nafi -»n4. 



Ig 


Methuen and Company Limited 


With many lUustratwa . 

Each volume consists of about 200 
including a 

AunacKT DftitBP. L. J. Allta. 

Arts or Jamn, The. E. Dilloa. 

Bdliim . 

DooErLATES. E. Alniack. 

BorncBi.M. M»ry L. Bonnor. 

BURNS’ Jon AS. F. dit TJsIe. Third EditU». 
CsLUNL R. H. H. Cust. 

Christian Symbousm. Mrs. H. Jeniut. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jtnner. 

Clauos. E. Dillon. 

Constable. H. W. Tonpkins. Steoiid 
EdiiitH. 

Corot. A. Pollard stnd R. Birnstingl. 

PIarlt English Watbr’Colour. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. St&md Bditum . 
Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran. 

Georcb Romnbv. G. Pnstoa. 

Greek Art. H. B. Waiters. Fifth RdiiUm ^ 


Greuze and Boucheb. E. F. I^pBard. 

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescu^ 

Illuminated Manvscritts. J. W. Bradley. 

JEWBU.BRV. C. Davenport. Steend Sl^^Htnt.9 

John HorrNER. H. P. K. Skiptoa. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. SecHtd 
Edition. 

Millet. N. Peacock. Stemd Edition. 

Miniatures. G. Davenport, V.D., F.S.A. 
Stcond Kditiou. 

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. jeniwe. 

Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. Soeond Ediiim. 

Rodin. Muriel CSolkowsktu ^ ^ 1 

Turner. F. Tyndl’Gill. 

Vandvcx. M. G. Sina]Iwo<M> 

Velazquez. W. WDherforce end A. R. 
Gilbert 

Watts. R. £, D. Sketchley. Stemd Edition. 


Little Books on lift 

*i) 

Dtmy i6ta*. 2 s. 64, mi mk volum 


“ii- 


p.'igc'. and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations, 
Frontispiece in Photogravure 


Third 


The Little GaUerles 

* 

Dmy 'i6mo. is. 64. net each volume 

Each volume contains 20 plates in Photc^ravure, together with # short outline of 
the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted 

A Little Gali brv or Hbvnolds. | A Littlb Gallery or HorrNBR. 

A Little Galmrv or Romnkv. I A Littlb Gallery or Millais. 


the Uttb OnldM . 

With many Illustrations by H. New and other artists, and ficMi fdiotographs 
Small Paff 8nr. as, 64 , net each volume 


The main features of these Guides are (l) a bandy and ehaiming form $ (2) Ulus* 
, trations from photografUis and by wcU*known artists; (3) good plans and m^)s; 
(4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is'interesting ini the 
.nataial features, history, archseology, and architecture of Ae town or dishdcttteated. 


Cambridge and m jCollbcbs. A. H. 
Tbonpwm. Third Ediiionf Eevised, 

Channel Islands, The. S. E. BickiMU. 


Isle or Wight, The. G. diach. 
Lohdon. 0 . QinCh. J 

SirB.1 


Malvern Coohynt, The. 


CAuWlMlts. 


Enslish Lakes, The. F. O. Bta!»MM. 


North Waum.' A.T11 Story; 
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General Literature 


Thft Little Qalde«~(M>itt/niie(/ 

Oxford and its CotLScxs. J. Welii. 
Tmk EatkH. 

St. P*oi.’s Cathsdiulii G. Clinch. 

Shakxsfxarx's Couktrv. Sir B. C, A. 
Windie. Fi/ih EdiHen, 

South G. W. and J. H. Wada. 

Wbstnimstek Arbbs. G. £. Trootbeck. 
Second Biittm. 


vf 

BBRmou. F. G. BratNutt. 

Bockxmghamshirb. B. S. Boscoe. Steond 
Sdiiteni Retdted 

Chbshib*. W. If. Gallkhao. 

CosMwau. A. L. Salmon. Seeetui ficRlhn. 

Dbrbtshirb. j. CCox, 

jftsTOif. S. Ba:T;:s Ooold. Third Editkn. 

DmUBT. F.R. Heath. Third Edition. 

rSMBlilAK. J. E. HodKlciD. 

Bssbx. j CCtOh • 

Hamfshibb. Jl>C. Cox. Second Ed/ffon. 

HBRiroUMMlBli H. W. ToBiphinA 

Kxnt. j. C. Cox. 

Ksrrt. C.P. Crane. Second Editien. 

Lbicbstbrshirk AMD Rutcand. A. Harvey 
and V. B. Crowiher.tieynou. 

' 'If utDLBSBX; J. B. FiilB. 


MoNifOimiSHlBlt. G. W. and J. H. Wade... 

Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. TViiV^ Mditien, 
Revised, 

North AMPTONSBi KB. W Dry. Sound 
Edition, Xevised. 

NORTMUMBXltl.AKD. J. B. Motris. 

NOTTlNGItAMSHXRB. L. Gotlford. 

OxFOBDifiHiRR. F. G. Brabant. Second Edition, 

Shropshibb. j. E, Avdea. 

Somerset, G. W. and J. H. Wad& Thi^ri 
Edition. 

Stafporoshirb. C. Masefield. 

Suffolk. W. a. Dntt. 

Surxbt. j. C Cox. 

SUS.SBX. F. G. Brabant. Fourth Edition. 

Wiltshire, P, R. HeaU>. Second EdiUen. 

Yokkshibb, Thk East Riding. J, E. 
Morria 

Yorkshirb, Thb Nobth Riding. J. E. 
Morris, 

YORK 5 H 1 BB, Thb West Riding. J. £, 
Morris, jr. fd. met. 


j Bhittant. S. Baiiag'Gottld. SecondEiUion. 
j Normandt. C. ScudamotA Second Edition, 
j Romb. C. G. Ellaby. 

1 SiciLT. F. H. Jackson. 




Th« Little Library 

yHth IntroduclioQi NoteSi and t^hotogravure Frontispieces 

SmetH 9 w, Sack Vthtm, cktk, u. 6 d, mt 

Blake (VUllami SELECTIONS FROM 
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKK 

LAVENGRO. Turn 


Anal. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LYRI^. SoMtd Edition..^ 


Aoiten (Jims). PRIDE AND PRfijU 
DICE. Two Vobtmet. 

NORTHANGER ABBBY. 


iMse (FnuisiB) 
LORD BACOtL 

Befbem OL 
pEGBNDS. 3^ 


THE ESSAYS OP 

THB INGOLDSBY 
Vehndet* 


Benstt (Baals). A LITTLE COOK OF 
BNGL&HP^B. Second Edition. 

Ihm^ (VmiMia THE HISTORY OF 
^THE CALIPH VAtHBK. 


Borrow (Gsorgs). 

THE ROMANY BYE. 


Brownln, 

THE 

m 


fnlng(BobsrtV S 
IE MLY TO 
iORWlNG. 


SELECTIONS FROM 
1EMS OF ROBERT 


CMmlpg^SOrgo). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN; With mbn latei 
Poems by George Canning. 

^Ooxrley (AbrAbam). I'HE ESSAYS Qf 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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Methuen and Company Limited 


T]m Litllt Ubrary—eont/ffiiM^ 

onlkbt (ClMrge). SELECTIONS rEOM 
THE roEMS OF GSOKOE CRAEBE. 

OMlb (Mn.> JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. TwYthmut. 

OvMhKW (Elebud). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS or RICHARD CRASHAW. 

DaaM AlUlUMl. THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE. Tniuilaied by H. F. Cast. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trani> 
Isted by U. F. Cart. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Tiwu- 
lated br H. F. Cast. 

Oarlsy SELECTIONS FROM 

THE roSMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Dleh«ns(OkMrlM)b CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
Tm FsArawf. 

F«»l«y asamn). MARRIAGE. Tm 

V«btntu, 

THE INHERITANCE. Tut Vtlntm. 

(Hutoll (Hn.). CRANFORD. Stemid 

BdiH«n^ 

Hft«thOFa«(lathaiilkl). THE SCARLET 
LITTER. 

Ktodaraon (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
SCOTTISH VERSE. 

KInKlaka (A W.). BOTHBN. Smirnd 

JMiiioti. 

Lookar(F.). LONDON LYRICS. 


HMiall (Aadrav). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. 

MlttOB (Jahii). THE MINOR POEMS OF 
JOHN MILTON. 

■ 0 lr(D.I.). MANSIE'WAUCH. 

llaholi(B<tvyar> A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 

•mitli (Horoea ud Juiag). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. « 

■teraa (UuniMa). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. 

fananaa (Alfred. Lord). THE EARi.V 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY¬ 
SON. 

IN MEHORIAM. 

THE PRINCESS. 

MAUD. 

AMkanur («. M.v YANITY FAIA 
Tkr$t Vthmtt. 4 

PENDSNNIS^ Tk^Vthmit. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. « 

Tan^liu (Hauy). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. 

WatarAoBM (Bllsabatli). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. 
Fi/Hmth SiBtUfk 

WardaiiOTtR(W.). SELECTIONS FROM* 
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORD.S- 
WORTH. 

Vardiwoftb (W.) SuidaBolarldSa (A T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADA Third BdUhn, 


The Little QiiftHio Sheheipeui 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With IntrodnctipDs and Notea 
P 9 tt i6ma, 40 Vtiumts, Ludhdr^ prkt if. war mk mktm 
Mahigmy JRtPohing Ihek Cast, lOf, na 


Minietore Llbnvy 

Demy 3MW. JUatiert is. nti sack wlum * 

EorHHANOx: A Dialogaa on Yotttb. Edward I Po;.omiu 9; or. Wise Saws jnd Modern In* 
FiuGenild. I stances. Edward FitsG^rRd. 

Tmb Livx or Eowako, Loud Hxxskizt or Thb RoBAivdTorOuAx KhavyAw. Edward 
CHSaavAT. Written by bimseir. FitaGeraiiL Edition. 
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The New Library of Medicine 

Edited by 0. W. SALEEBY. Dttny 8w 


Cakb or THK BooVt Tke. F. Cavaiiagh. 
Secdtui EdiitoM ^s. 6 d. nft. 

Childkbn OF 1 HK Natioh, Tmk. The Right 
Hon. Sir Joiia GorsU SteenJ Edition, 
jt. 6 d. net. 

Disbaskk of Occur ation. Sir Thos. Oliver, 
lor. 6 ti. net. Steond Edition. 

Dfiocs AHD THit Drug Hamt. H. Seina- 
• bu#. 

Fumctiomal Nbrvs Diwasbs. A. T. Scho- 
6eld. 7t. 6 d. tut. 


Hvgibnb or Mind, Thb. T. S. Cleuston. 
SijftA Edition, jt. 6 d. net. 

Infant Mortautv. Sir George Newman. 
7t. M. tut. 

Prbvbnt/on or Tubrkcvlosis (CoNsuMr- 
tion), Thb. Arthur Ncwsholme. lor. 
net. Second Edition. 

Ant AND HKA>.rH. Ronald C. Macfie. js, id. 
net. Second Edition. 


The New Library of Muslo 


Edited ly ERNEST NEWMAN. 

Braiiais. J. a. cuiler-Maitland. Second 
Edition. 


IllustraUd. Demy 8tw, 7.f. (ui. net 

Hanusl. R. a. Slteatfeild. Second Edilion. 
Hugo Wolt. Kmest Newman. 


' Oxford Bio^phies 

Illustrated. Pcap. 8w. Each vchtme^ clotk^ ts. 6d. net; Uattut; 3j. bd. net 


Damtk Alighibai. Faget Toynbee Ei/tA 
Edition. 

Girolamo Savonarola. £. L. S. Horsbuigh. 
SixtA Edition. 

*JoHH Howard. E. C S. Gibson. 

Alfrbd Tbnntsom. a. C Bensoa. Second 
Edition. * 


Four 

/Va/. Sew 

Tits Konryuoon. a Comedy in Three Acta. 
Arnold Bennett. TAird Edition. 

Thb Great Aovbnturb. A^lay of Fancy in 
Four Acts. Arnold Benoetr. EourtA Edition. 

MtLBSTONBS. Arnold Bennett and Edward 
Knoblanch. Senenth Edition. 


Sir Walter Ralbigm. 1 . A. Taylor. 
Erasmus. E. F. H. Capey. 

Robert Burns. T. F. Henderson. 
Chatham. A. S. MrDowall. 

Canning. W. Alison Phillips. 

Framvois d* FInrlon. Viscount St. Cyres. 

Playa 

. 2 s. net 

Kismet. Edward Knoblauch. Third Edi¬ 
tion. 

TvrHOOH. A Play in f onr Acts. Melchior 
LengyeL English Version by Laurence 
Irving. Second Edition. 


The Statee of Italy 

Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS 
Illustrated. Demy 8tw 

A History or tdiLAN under the Sporza. | A History or Verona. A. M. Allen. 
Ce^la M. Ady. ler. id , tut . | lar. id . net . 

A Histoxv op Perugia. W. Heywuad. tu.6d,nef. 
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Methuen and Company Limited 


The Weetmlneter CommeiitaFiee 

General Editor. WALTER LOCK 


jDimy 

I'HS AcTl or THI Afostlbs. Edited by R. 
B. Rackham. SeveiUfi Edition , lat. 6a. 

Thb First Kris i lk or Faul thb ArosTU 
TO THB Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
CHmdjte. Third Edition, 6s. 

Thb Book or Exoous. Edited by A. H. 
M'Neile. With a Mop and 3 Plans. iQS.6d, 

Ills Book of E2»cibu Edited by H. A. 
Redpath. io«. 6d, 

Thb Book of Gbnbsis. Ediud, mth Intro* 
dnctiun and Notes, by S. R. Dnvei. Ninth 
Edition, ns. id. 


Additions and Corrections iRf th& 
Seventh and Eighth Edit.-ons of the 
Book of Genesis. S. R. Driver, ir. ' 

The Book or the ProfhEt Isaiah. 
Edited by 0 . W. Wade. tot. 6d, 

The Book of Job. Editad by £. C. S. (Ub* 
son. Stcottd Edition. 6 r. 

The Epistlb or St. Jambs. Editell, with* 
Introduction andNota, byR. J. Enowliog. 
Soeond Edition. 6t. 


The *Tonng* Beriee 


lllustrattd. 

The Young Botanist. W. P. Westell and 
C. S. Cooper, yt. 6d, not^ 

The Young Carpenter. Cyril Hall. 5r. 

The Young Ei.rctriciam. Hammond HalL 
Soeond Edition, sr. 


Crown 8t« 

The Young Enginbeb. Hammond IMI. 
Third Edition, ss. d> 

The Young Naturaust. W. P. Westell. 

6s. 4, 

The Young OamTHOLoaiST. W. P. Westell. 

S'- 


Methnen'e ShilUng Libraqr 

Fcap. tvo. 


Blob Bird, The. hlaurice Maeterlinck. 
Charles Dickens. G. K. Chesterton. 
ChaKMIDES, AMD OTHEE PoEMS. Oscar 
Wflde. 

ChitiAli The Story of a Minor Siege. Sir 
0 . S. Robertson. 

CoMornoM or England, The. G. F. G. 
Masterman. 

Dh Pbofdnois. Oscar WQda. 

From Momkipiian to Fisld-Marshai. 

Sic Evetyn Wood, F.M., V.C. 

Harvest Home. E. V. Lucas. 

Hn.LS AND THE Sea. Hilairs Belloc. 
Huxlbt, Thomas Hbnrv. P. Chalmers- 
Mitchell. 

Ideal HuSBAMOk Ah. Oscar Wilde. 
IRTBMTWMS. Oscac ^Ide. 

Jimmy Glovbe, his Book. Janei If. 
GU^. 

John Botes, Kino of the Wa-Kikutu. 
JohnBoyes. 

Ladf Windbemerb’s Fan. Otear Wilde. 
Letters from a Self-made Merchant 
TO ms Son. Geocf* Hortoe Lorisur. 


IS. not „ 

Life of John Ruskin, The. W. 0 . Colling* 

wood. 

Life of Robert i» 90 i|p Stevenson, The. 

Graham Balfour. 

Life of Tennyson, The. A. C. Benson. 

Little of Everything, A. E. V. Lucas. 

Lord Arthur Savilb’s Crime. Oscar Wilde 

Lore of the Honsv*Beb, The. Tiduer 

Edwsrdes. 

Man and IThiybrsb. .Sir Oliver Lodge. 

Mart Magdalene. Maurice Maetertinck. 

C^LD Country Lifa, S. Baring'Gonld. 

0sk.4E Wilde A Critical Study. Arthur 
Rai;mme. 

Parish Clerk, Tha P. K. Ditdifield. 

Sselbctiid Fuimb. Oscar Wilde. 

Sevastopca, and other Stories. Leo 
Tolstoy. , ■ ' 

Two Admirals. A^bnital John Moresby, 

Under Fite REmNa. Lady Dorothy ifwdlL 

Vaimma ZErrrmts., Eobd^^LeutsS^veiMOD. 

Vicar of MoRWENStow, The. S. Baring 
Gould. . 
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Books for TraTOlloM 

Crown $vo, 6 s. eaeh 

Each volume contains a nmnlier of Illustfations in Colour 


Avon and SHAKnrBANB’s Coumihv, The. 

A. G. Bradley. 

BtACK Forest, A Boon ov the. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Bretons at HOhb, The. F. M. Gostling. 

^ CiTi|B OF I.OMBAROV, The. Edward Hutlen. 

Cities or Romagna and the Marchks. ! 
The. Edward Hattoa. 

Qtibs or Sfain, The. Edward Hutton. 

'Cities or Umbria, The. Edward Huttoo. 

Days in Cornwalu C. Lewis Hind. 

Vlokbncb and Northern Toscanv, with 
Genoa. Ed’«'”'d Hutton. 

IM ^ or Pardons, The (Brittany). Anatole 
^9 Sts** 

^rus. Arthur H. Norway. 

Nafles Riviera, The. H. M. Vaughan. 

New Forest, I^b. Horace G. Hutchinson. 


Norfolk Broads, The. W. A. Gutt. 

Nukwav and irs Fjords. M. A. WylUe, 

Ruinr, a Book or the. S. Ban'ng-Gpuld. 

Rome. Edward Hnttou. ', 

Round about Wiltshire. A. G. Bradley. 

Scctlaho or TO'DAv. T. F. Hendertoa and 
Francis Watt. 

SiitNA AND Southern Tuscant. Edward 
Hutton. 

Skirts of the Great City, The. Mrs. A. 
G. Bell. 

Through East Anglia in a Motor Car. 
J. E. Vincent. 

Vbnicr and V&nbtia. Edward Hutton. 
Wanderer m Florence, A. £. V. Lucas. 
Wanoekrb in Paris, A. F.. V. Lucas. 
Wanosrrr in Holland, A. £. V. Lucas. 
WANOhRBR IN London, A. E. V. Lucms. 


Soma Books on Art 


Armourer and his Craft, The. Charles 
ffoulkes. Illustrated. Royai 4/r. £a as. 
'* net. 

ArtamdUpe. T.Stnrge Moore. Illusinted. 
Cr. Itw. s*. net, ^ 

British School, An Anecdotal Guide 
to Ae British Painters and Painrings in the 
Natiinal Gallery. B. V, Lucas. Illns* 
trat^. Rem/^. 8ro. as. 6 d. net. 

Decorative Iron Work« From the xith 
to the xvuith Century. Charles ffoulkes. 
Reynl^e, £aas.nei. 

Francesco Gwa*®** O' ^ 

Slraoosoft. llmstiated. IntRemU 4 *^ 
£aat.neti 

Illustrations or the Book of Job. 
RTiUiam Blake. Qiurie. £i ts. net. 

John Lucas, Portrait Painter, i8a8>i874. 
Arthur Luces. Ulustrated, tm^erial ^e. 

Old Paste. A. Beresford Ryley. Illostrated. 
, £a?s.net. 

ONE.HONDRSm Mastbrpikcss of Painting. 
With au IntroilMtioo by R. Q. Witt. IHu.v 
UaUd, ' Seeonstvdition. Den^ioo. so*, fir/. 
SKA 


One Hundred Masterpieces op Sculpture, 
With an Introduction by G. F. Hill. Ulus- 
trated. Den^ tvo. tor. &/. net. 

Romney Fo^ A. With an Essay by A. B. 
Qiamberiain. Imperial Fob's, £1% ly, 
net. 

Royal Academy Lectures on Painting. 
Geoige (^usen. lUostrated. Crown Sun. 
3r, nei. 

Saints in Art, The. Margaret E. Tabor. 
Hlustrated. TJUrJ Edition, Feaf. $ 00 . 
3f. 6 d. net. 

Schools op Painting. Mary Innes. Illns* 
trated. Cr. Sm. sr. net. 

Celtic Art in Pagan and OiRiSTiAN Times. 
J. R. Allen. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
Dewy 8w. fs. UU net. 

' Classics or Art.' See page 14. 

'The Connoisseur's Librarv.' See page 15 

' Little Books ok Art.' See page 18. 

‘The Little Galleries.’ See page sfi. 
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MeTUUEK and COMl>ANV LIMITED 


Some Book! on Italy 


Etrvru and Modern Tuscan v, Old. 
Mary L. Otncron. Illustrated. StCiHtJ 
SditiPH. Cr. Iw. 6r. net. 

Florence: Her History and Art to the Fall 
of the Reimblic. F. A. HyetC Dtmy Bne. 
y$. id, mtt, 

Fijorbkcb, a Wanderer in. E. V. Lucai. 
lilnstrated. Sijc/h Edition, Cr. Sw. 6 t. 

Florence and her Treasures. H. M. 
VaoKhan. Illustrated. Era/. Sm. 5*. mf. 

Florence, Country Walks ABOpr. Edward 
Hutton. Illiistiaied. ,^eic>nd Rtiitinn. 
Feat- Ifu* 5 ^< i*^t. 

Florence and the Cities or Northern 
Tuscant, with Genoa. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr. %vo. &r. 

Lombakdt, The Cities or. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. Srv. 6r. 

Milan^ under the SroRZA, A Hisi-orv or. 
Cecilia M. Ady. lllusirated. Demy 8iw. 
lor. 6^. net. 

Naclas : Past and Present. A. H. Merway. 
illustrated. Fourth Edition, Cr, teo. 6 $, 

Nam.bs KinEfiA, Thh. H. AC. VauehaA. 
lllustiated. Second Edition. Cr, Bee. &t. 

Perugia, A History or. William Keywood. 
Hlustrated. Domy Bee. lu. id, net, 

Rome. Edward Hutton. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. Boe. 6t. 

Romagna and the Marches, The Cities 
or. Edward Hutton. Cr. Bee. de. 

Romah Pilgrimage, A. R. E. Roberts. 
Illustrated. Dtmy too. lor. id. not. 

Rome of the Pii£Rims and Martyrs. 
Ethel Ross Barker. Detny lee. lar. id. 

Rohe. C G. Ellaby. Illustrated. Small 
Pott See. Clotht *t. id. net \ kather, ys. id, 

net. 

Sicily. F. H. Jackson. Illustrated. Small 
Pott Bee. Cloth, as. id. net', leather, 31. id. 

net. 

Sicily: The New Winter Resort. Douglas 
Sl^en. lilnstrated. Steend Edition. Cr. 
Boe. 3^* net. 

' SiBNA ANO Southern Tuscany. Edward 
Hatton, inostrated. Second Editime. Cr. 

too. Bt. 


Umsria, The Cpiss or, Edward Hatton. 
Illusiratcd. Fifth Edition. Cr. too. is. 

Venice and Vbnetia. Edward ’ICutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. too. ds. 

Venice on Foot. H. A. Douglas. Illus¬ 
trated. Second Edition. Fee^. Ire. sr. net, 

Venice and her Treasures. H. A. 
Douglas. Illustrated. Feat. 

*; • 

Verona, A History or. A. M. Allct;- 
lUustrated. Demy too. xa *. id . net . 

Dante and his Italy. Lonsdale Ragg. 
Illustrated. Demy Sre. la^. id. net. 

Dante Alighieri : His Life and Workr. 
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Fourth Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. lee. je. net. 

Home Life in Italy. Lina DuiC Goedbn. 
Illustrated. Thhd Edition. Demy 
lor. id. net. 

Lakes or Northern Italy, The. Rlijiard 
Bagot. lUnstiated. Second Edition. Feaf, 
Bee. sr< 

Lorenzo the Macnificent. E. L. S. 
Ilorsburgb, Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Demy too. zsi. net. 

Meoici Pofes, The. H. M. Vaughaa. IHus* 
traied. Demy Bcre. ise. not. ^ 

St. Catherine or Siena and her Times. 
By the Author of' Mdlle. Mori.' Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Idem^oo, js. id. n^. 

S. Francis or A«nst, The Litbs or. 
Brother Thomas of Cdano. Cr, ter. gr. 
net. 

Savonarola, Girolamo. E. L, S. Horsburgh. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr, Brie, 
gr. net. 

Shelley and^is Friends in Italy. Helen 
R, Angeli. niostrated. Demy too. toe, id. 
net. 

Skies Itauan : A Little Breviary for Tra¬ 
vellers in Italy. Ruth S. Phdps. Fee^ See. 
gr. net. 

UNiTmi Italy. F. M. Underwood. D^txy 
too. soi. id. net. 
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Part III.—A Selection of Works of Fiction 


Ulumeil (S. Hftrift). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER, gtwtk EiiUmk Cr, 

8gp. 6f. 

J KNOW A MAIDEN. ThML BdUiuk 
Crt tpt, 6s, 

THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA; Ok. Thb 
P ouTK ADVBMTOkkU. Third Sdiiim. 
Cr. 8c0. 3«. 6 d, 

THE GLAD HEART. Fifth SdtHm Cr. 

B 0 #. 6ii. 

OtlVlA MARY. Fnsrtk Hditioss. Cr. 
8Mb fir. 

-IM BELOVED ENEMY. Ssetnd ftditim. 
'Ctlj,^ 8 m fib 

BftfOt (RIehard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Third Sditim Cr. 8m fir. 

THE PASSPORT. Fmsrth Edftitn. Cr. 
90*. fir. 

ANTHONY OrrHBERT. F*mtkEditi*n. 
Cr, 8m. fir. 

LOVE’S PROXY. Cr. 8w. fir. 

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLX. Third 
ftditim, Cr, ^ 6f. 

DARNELEY PLACE. Samd MdOims. 
Cr, am. fir. 


Balloy (B. 0.). STORM AND TREASURE. 
Third SdiHm. Cr. Bw. fir. 

THE LONELY QUEEN. MdUioH. 
Cr, 8m. fir. ^ 

THE SEA CAPTAIN. Third MdiHsn. 
Cr. 8 m. fia 


Bavtad-Gonld (EL MARGERY OP 
OtmtHER. SsemI MdtiiMs. CV.Sm. fir. 

I^ML lUastiMML FrntrikBdmrn. Cr. 

TmBRooM«;o»s. munMd. wt 

sMtUn. Cr; Jm fir. 

BLADES OF ftlK STEWPONEY. Ittiw 
S*s*0dMditii». CrvfiM fia 


PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. 8m fir. 
WINEFKED. lUosintfid. Sntmdftdtiw:. 
Cr, 8m. fir. 


Ban (Robert). IN THB MIDST Oi< 
ALARMS. Third Sdititn. Cr. 8m. fir. 

THB COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth SditirH. 

Cr. 8m. fir. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Sdttint. 
Cr. Bm. fir. 


Bejble (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND 
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR 
JOHN SPARROW, Bart.; or. Thb 
PRocmtse or an OrcN Mwo. Ssamd 
Sdiiion. Cr. Im. fir. 


Bfilloe (R.L EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT, illostnted. Steond BM- 
tins, Cr. 8m. fir. 

A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. ThM 
Bdhftm, Cr. 8m. fiii; 

Aim Ftt 4 > 8m. ir. mi. 

Bomiott (Arnold). CLAVRANOBR. 
Twilfth lUiHtm . Cr. 8m. fir. 

THE CARD. Sixth EUtmn . Cr.hm. fir. 

HILDA LESSWAYS. Eighth SdUirm. 
Cr. 8m fir. 

BURIED ALIVE. Third AA/tM Cr. 
8m fir. 

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third 
Edatm. Cr, 8m. fir. 

THB MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS. 
Stensd Edifttn. Cr. 6m. fir. 

THE REGENT: A Fm Towns Stokv of 
Aovbmturb in London. Frttrih Edition . 
Cr. 8m. fir. 

ANNA OF THE FIVE TOWNS. Fowth 
Bditim. Feoif. 8m. ir. md. 

TERESA Of WATLING STREET. Fm/ 
8 m. ir, Mt, 


Bauofi (B. P,). DODO: A Dbtail or the 
Day. SmsHtmnth EdiUm, Cr.Uv. fir. 
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KnnlnAftm (Qeorga I.)i SPANISH 

GOLD. Stventtmik Editien. Cr. 8 tv. 6 e, 
Ait» FmP, iva, ts, net. 

THE SEARCH PARTY. Fifth EdtHm. 
Cr. Iw. i$. 

I Ali9 Fta*. 8m. m. net. 

LALAGE^ LOVERS. Third Ediito*. Cr. 

•im. it. 

4 i »0 FtM. Im. 14 . tut. 

THE ADVENTURES OF DR. RPHITTY. 
Fnirih Edition. Cr. Scv. 6 i. 

B0«WI (Hofloti*). 1 WILL MAINTAIN. 

Ninth Edition. Cr. 8m. fit. 
defender or THE FAITH. Stotnth 
EdiHon. Cr. boa. 6 s. 

A KNIGHT OP SPAIN. Third Edition. 

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third BdUim. 
Cr. fit. 

GOD AMD THE KING. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. fiM. fit. 

THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third 
Edition. ' Cr. ioa. fit. 

OMOt (Agnta *&d EgettMi). IHB 
GOLDEN BARRIER. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8m. it. 

Obwtorton (ft. E.). THE FLYING JNN. 
Fourth BdiHon, Cr, tuo. fit. 

OUfforft (Hn. W. 1.X THE GETTING 
WELL OP DOROTHY. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Cr.hoo. ys.U. 

OoBnUKJsMph). THE SECRET AGENT: 
A SiMrui Ttkts. Fourth EdiHon. Cr. too. 
it, 

A SET OP SIX. Fourth Edition. Cr.Uu. fit. 
UNDER WESTERN EYES. .Steond Sdi- 
Am. Cr. 8m. it. 

CHANCE. Eighth Edition, Cr. Im. fit. 

Oonpfin (Dorothfit). SALLY. Fourth 
EdiHon. Cr. Im. fit. 

SANDY MARRIED. Fm Edition. Cr. 

•m. fit. 

(lorelU MlfiV A ROMANCE OF TWO 
WORLDS. Thirty-Soconi Edition. Cr. 
8m. fit. 

VENDSTT^ tti Tw Stohv m onb Fob> 
GOTTBR. Tmiyjtnt Edition. Cr.too, it. 
THELMA: A NoBwaaiAR Princbss. 

Forty/f/th EdtHon. Cr. 8m. fit. 
ARDATH: Tkb Stoxv or a Dbab Snr. 

TSsnn/ymcond Edition. Cr. Ibt. fit. 

THE SOUL OF LIUTH. Eighioontk 
Edition. Cr. 8m. fit. 

• WORMWOOD: A Dbaha or Panh. 

tWmAVM Edition. Cr, IM. fit. 
BARABBAS: a Drbak or the World's 
Tbaobdv. Fhriy month Edition, Cr.BM. 
fir. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty 
ninth SditioH, Cr, 8m. fit. 

THE MASTER-CHRISTUN. Fifioonth 
Edition, ijqih Thoiumnd. Cr, 8m. fir. 


TEMPORAL. POWER: A Stuot ih 
SoPRBMAcr. Second Edition. ijioth 
Tkonsund. Cr, 8m. it. 

GOD'S GOOD MAN: A Simplg Uvb 
Story. Stoonitentk Edition. X54M Thou- 
snnd. Cr. 8m. fit. 

HOLY ORDERS: Tmb Tragbdv or a 
Quibt Lirs. Soeond Edition, sooth 
Thousand. Cr, 8o». fit. 

THE &UGHTY ATO.M. Thirtf ueond 
Edition, Cr. 8m. fit. 

Also Feaf. Dtt. it. not. 

BOy:ASKBTai. Tkirteonth EdiHon. Cr. 
8m. fit. 

Aito Fend. 8m. it, not. t. 

CAMEOS. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. 8m. 

fit. 

THE LIFE EVERLASTING. Sixth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8m. fit. 

JANE: A Social Ihciubmt. Feaf. Sva 
It. net, 

Omkotl i% I.L LOCHINVAR. Dfut- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. too. fit. 
THE standard BEARER. Sootitd 
Edition. Cr, 8m. fir. 

ftfokfif (B. ■.). THE OLD CANTOm 

MENT. Second Edition. Cr.too. So. 
JOHANNA. Second EeHtion. Cr.too. fir. 
A NINE DAYS’ WONDEtt. Fifth Edi¬ 
tion. Cr, 8m. fit. 

ANGEL. Fifth Emian. Cr.too. fit. 

KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Eighth 
EdiiUn. Cr. 8m. fit. 

BABES IN THE WOOD. Fourth EdUmt. 
Cr. too. is, 

DftnkvlFrftnk). JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY. 
Fee^. B»t. it. net. 

Doyto (Sir A. CoaanF RDUND THE RED 
I^MP. Twtifth EdieZn. Cr.too. fit. 
Ako Fcnp. 8m. it. not. 

Dnki (HAwleeL WO^ Sixth Edition. 
Cr.too. i». 

nndlat«r(F.R.> THE GREEN graves 
OF BALGOI^IE. Fifth Edition, Cr. 
Jm. fit. * 

MaftlAter (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. 6m. fit. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8m. fit. 

Fry (R and (I. A MOTHER’S SON. 
ififth StUHost. Cr. too, fit. . 

Hamden (BoatriM). IN varViHG 
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.too, ^ 
HILDA STRAFFORD AOd THE REMIT. 
TANCE MAN. Tauifm Edition. Cr. 
too. fit. 

INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition. Cr.toe. ii. 
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RAVBMMUI (StVlUUFt). ITHK FOOL IN 
CHRIST: SMMANQn. Quint. Tnnslatad 
Iqr Thomas SiLTZBR. Cr.fw. 61 . 

mehou (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 
BERKELEY SQUARE. Stimi MdOifA 
Cr. Iw. 6 t, 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Ftmik 
JUUifm, Cr, 80 #. tf. 

FELIX ! Thru Ybau in a Lnrs. Ttmik 
Ediiim. Cr. 8m. 6 t. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. SiektA 
JUi^. Cr. ^ 6 t. 

Ai^ Eea^, Am. u. mt. 

*BY1WAYS. Cr.BM. 6r. 

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. 7Vwm/>- 
/eurih Ediiim, lllutr&ted. Cr. Im. Af> 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr.tm. 6 t. 
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. EfrA^A 
Edffim. Cr. IM. 6f. 

lARBARY SHEEP. Stmtul EdUtmt. Cr. 

u. id. 

Amfcmf. Aii. At, mi. 
THHt^WELLBRON THE THRESHOLD 
Stmud EtUiun. Cr, 8m. 6f. 

. Ml WAY OF AMBITION. FifiA EM- 
U$m^ Cr. 8 m. If. 

Bmt (ABfhOHI^ A CHANGE OF AIK. 

^iA Bdiiitm. Cr, 8m. Of. 

A MAN OF MARK. SmtMA EMtim. Cr. 
8m. it. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN¬ 
TONIO. SixtA EJitick. Cr. 6m. 6 t. 
PHROSO. lUoMnMd. NintAEMUm. Cr. 
D 8 m. <t. 

SIMON DALE. lUostraud. NhtiASdiiim. 
Cr. Am. At, 

THE KINO'S MIRROR. EiftA EMiim. 

Cr.Am. 6#. ^ 

QUISANTlt FmtrtAEMHm. Cr.Am. 6 t. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. 8 va fii. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. TAM EM- 
Hm. Cr. 8 m. At. 

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Ilbf 
trated. SixtA EdiHm, Cr. 8m. At. 

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fmrtk 
Editim. Cr.Am. At, 

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. TAM Edi- 
Mm. Cr. 8m. At. 

HattiR (BNiew tMi)i THE HALO. 

F^AEMtim. Cr.Am. At. 

J^^Fc^^.Am. u.mt. 

i|Ki^(O.S.Oiltel»lb), FIREMEN HOT. 
J^drtAMdMm. Cr.Am. At, 

Ittiebi (W. «.). MANY CARGOES 
TMr^-ikM Jidr'A'M. Cr. 8 Mb^ 3 * Ad, 
Abe lUttstratad lo celeur. Demy Am. 
ft. Ad. mi. 


SEA URCHINS. SmmteetUA EMUm. Cr 
Am. ft. Ad. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT, tllwknttd. 

Terih EdUim. Crv 8 m. 31. Ad. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS, niostvated. SineMh 
EMtien. Cr, 8m. 31. Ad. t 

Abe Fmd. Am. mA 
THE SKIPPER'S WOOINa Bfemntk 
Ediiim. Cr, Am, yt. Ad. 

ATSUNWICHPORT. Ilbstnttd. EteiM/A 
Sdtiim, Cr. 8m. 3f. Ad. 

DIALSTONE LANE. IllBstntod. EkAiA 
Editim. Cr.Am, y.^. 

ODD CRAFT lUaatnted. FfftA EdiHm. 
Cr. 8m. jf. Ad. 

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. 10intir.ted. 

. NimiA Ediiim, Cr, Am. y. Ad. 

SALTHAVSN. UlaitarntMl TAMEMHm. 
Cr. 8m. 3jr. Ad. 

SAILORS' KNOTS, llluttrtfcd. Ffffik 
EdUiem. Cr. Am. y. Ad. 

SHORT CRUISES. Third EdUim. Cr. 

Am. y. Ad. 

IlOECBuIRi THE WILD OLIVE. Third 
Editim, Cr. Bm. 6f. 

THE STREET CALLED STRAIGHT. 

Fifth EMHm. Cr. 8m. &r. 

THE WAT HOME. Seemd EdiMem. Cr. 
8m. At. 

Le Omnx (WHUARI). THE CLOSED 
BOOK. Third Ediiim Cr.Am. At. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustntfil. TAirdEditim Cr.Am. At. 
BEHIND THE THRONE. FmriA Editim. 
Cr. 8m At. 

Louden (jMb)i WHITE FANG. Ninik 
EMHm Cr. Am. At. 

Levndee (Hri. BeUee). THE CHINK 
IN THE ARMOUR. Femih Editwi. 
Cr. Im. 8«. 

MARY PECHELL. Seemd Ediiim Cr. 
Fm. 8x, 

STUDIES IN LOVE AND IN TERROR 
Seeeiid EdiHm Cr. Am. At. 

THE LODGER. FeurtA Editim Crrum 

Am. At. 

Uesi (1. T.> USTENER'S LURE: An 
OauQOB NAaBATieM. TmiA Ediiim 
Fexd. Am. 51. 

OVER BEMERTON'S: An Eam-goimg 
CMtONicu. Tvilftk EdiHm Fettf. Am. 
M* 

MR. INGLESIDS. TeiUA EMHm. Fa^ 

lee. y. 

LONDON lavender. EicAfA EdiHm 
Fmf. Am. y. 
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Lndl DERRICK VAUGHAN, 

mOVELIST. 4414 TJumtmi. Cr. IM. 
y. 6K 

HMnAOChtMl (B.> THE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA U'NAB. 

Cr.t9». Sr. 

PETER AND JANE. SdUim. 

Cr. Btv. Sr. 

MAMILucal). A COUNSEL OF PER¬ 
FECTION. StamdBJUUn. Cr. 8w. 6 s. 

COLONEL ENDBRBY’S WIFE. Sixth 
JUUirm. Cr. fcw. 6r. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
^LMADY: A Rohakcb. Snmth IMU 
Air*. Cr. Itw. Sr. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixitmih SdUimt. 
Cr. 8«r. Sr. 

THE CARISSIMA. AiA’Am. Cr. 

lew. Sr. 

THE OATBLES8 BARRIER. Fifih XtH- 
tint. Cr. Sm. Si. 

HAUB (A K. V.>. CLEMENTINA, 
lihutratid. Nmtk EdltUm. Cr, Sr. 


HAXWAll VK. B.). THE RAGGED MES¬ 
SENGER. TiStriF Edition, Cr. Svo. Sr. 

VIVIEN. TkirtmthEirnm. Cr. Sw. 6s, 
THE GUARDED FLAME. Smttitk AA'- 
Hem. Cr. Sm. Sr. 

Also Fuai. Sc*, 

ODD LENGTHS. StmiEdition. O.Sw. 
Sr. 

HILL RISE. Ponrik Edition, Cr. Bra Sr. 

Also Pcop. tw. u. Mi. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: B» 
TWBBM YoQ AlfO 1 . Fonrtk Bdiiion. Cr, 
Iw. St. 

THE REST CURS. Fossrtk SdUim Cr> 
IM. Sr. 


HUBS (A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY. Sixth 
EdtHon. Cr, Sw. Sf. 

THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Sotond EditUss. 
' Cr. Bw. Sr. 

lira«BAa«(O.I.). A HIND LET LOOSE. 

ThM SdiEon, Cr. 8m. Sr. 

THE MORNING'S WAR. SomdSsUUon. 
Cr. Im. Sr. 


■ontaoB (ArthnvL TALES OF MEAN 
STREETS. SeponihEtdtion. Cr.too. Sr. 
Also Fto^. 8m. xr. not, 
ACHILDOFTHE JAGO. Sixth EdUion. 
Cr. 8m. Sr. 


THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fonotk 
EdiHon, Cr. Bw. Sr. 

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr.Bm Sr. 

OUlvAnt (AUmdJ. OWD BOB. THE 
GREY DOG OF XSNMUtR. With a 
FVoDitispi^ce. Tvftl/ikSdiHoH. Cr.Ztm. to. 


THE TAMING OF JOHir BLUNT 
Soeond Edition. Cr, 8m Sr. 

THE ROYAL ROAD. Soeond Mdifkn. 
Cr. 8m Sr. 

OaloM (OHnr). 6000 BOY SELDOM: 
A RoMAMCB Of ADfBKTlSAMBNT. SoOOnd 
EdiHom. Cr.Bm. Sa 
THE TWO KISSES. Third EdlEon. 
Cr.Bm. Sr. 


ObmuBsIbi a. Phuuptjb master of 

MEN. Fi^h Edition. Qr. 8m. Sr. 

THE MISSING DELORA. 

Fonrth EdiiioH, Cr. too. Sr. 

Alto Fatp. Bva. it. net. 




Ovonr OtaroMu). FIRE IN STUBBLE. 
Fi/th EiEtion. Cr. 8m. Sr. 

Aloo Fexp. 8m. tn not. 


OsabBbm (iAha). A WEAVER OF 
WEBS, lllostratad. Fifth Editi m, ;Cn 
Im. Sr. ^ 

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. 

8m. u. not. . •> 

PROFIT AND IX}SS. Sisah' 

C^o 89^ 83 ^ V rc. 

THE LONG ROAD. Ponrik MsUfyn, 
Cr.tno. 6 t, * 

A/to Fexp. 8m. u. net. 

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, akd Orm* 
Syorik!:. Steond EdUion. Cr. Bm. St. 

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fonrth 
EdtHon. Cr, im Sr. 

lAURlSXONS. Fonrih EdiHon. Cr.Bm 

6 r. I 

THE COIL or CARNE. Sixth SdOien. 
Cr. Bm. Sr. 

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE 
Fonrth Edition. Cr. Edo. Sr. 

MARY ALL-ALONE Third MdUtoto, Cr. 
Sm Sr. 

rarfett (GllbsK). PIERRE AND HIS 
PEOPLE Stooidh Edition. Cr. $m. Sr. 
MRS. FALCHION. F/ftk Motion. Cr. 
8m. Sr. 

THE TRANIlaTION OF A SAVAGE 
FourA EdiHon, Cr. Bm. St. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 

tratuL Tonih EdiHon. Cr, ^ Sr. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC; 
THsSroitTof ALoirNAroLKOM, Sromtih 
Edition. Cr. 8m Sr. 

AM ADVENTURER Of THE KQB^ii 
Thb Last AamaTVsiit' «f. 'Pln^ 
PnsRB.' Fifth EdiHon. Cr. Im 
THE SBA'TS OF THE MIGHTY. tOiis- 
rnted., Fi mt oo nih ftsHtim, Cr, 8m m 
THE BATTLE OF THW STRONG: A 
Romanck or Two Kikodomc. lilmttwtod . 
Siognth EdUion. Cr. Bm. Sr. 
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THS POMP OF THE LAVILETXES. 

TkipdlUtiiM. Cr.Sw. p. 6 d. 
NORTHERN T.IGHTS. Fot$rfk Edition. 
Cr. too. 

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. Third 
Edition. Cr. 9 ao. 6 t. 

FMturt (Nn. H«Biry 1 ft). THE 
TYRANT. Fourth Kdiiton. Cr. tvo. 6 s, 
Also Ftmd. 8v#. u. tut. 

PimbatiftH ^(uc). THE FOOTSIEPS 
OF A THRONE. Iltustralrd. Fourth 
Rditiou. Cr. $vo. 6 f. 

I CROWN THEE KINO. Illustrated. O 
$€0. 6 s, 

LOVE THE HARVESTER: A Story or 
nut Shirks. Illustnted. Third EJHhn. 
Cr, Suo, \t. 6 d. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN 
HEART. Fifth Edition. Cr. ■?«(«. u. mi. 

fWrUl (UtM). THE CHARM. Fifth 
Edhtton* Cf. t.wv. 6 s. 
if As F^, 9 uo. st. mi. 

ME ANOLO-INDIANS. Fifth Edition. 

df. 

Ab* Fptd'- hpo. u. mt. 

T 81 HAPPY HUNTING GROUND. 
TMMtkHoil. Cr. 8w. 6 t. 

PUHfOttS (ld« 0 . LYING PROPHETS. 

7 ^ Edition. Cr.im. 6 s, 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. 8m. 6r. 

THE HUMAN BOY. Witk a Frontispiece. 

, Somntk Motion. Cr. too. 6s, 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Stcond Edi. 
Hon. Cr. Bm. 6 s . 

THE RIVER. Fourth EtEtion, Cr. 8m. 6s, 
the AMERlCAll ^ISONER. Fourth 
Edition, Cr. 8w. 6 i, 

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
tm, 6 t, 

THE POACHER'S WIFE. Soeond Edition. 
8w tfSv 

THESTRIKINQ HOURS. Soeond Edition. 
Of* Bwt ^1 

DSMSTSR'S DAUGHTER. Third Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. IM. 61. 

THE SECRET WOMAN. Bt^hEmien. 
Cr. 8m. 6fi 
AlsoFesid’i"*' 

nMoAl (H«mftdake}b SAfD, THE 
flSKERMAN. Tonth Edition. Cr. 8w. 

\s.mi. 

< 0 * T. QalUev-€ouah> MERRY- 
CAROBN JBd ormnt Storibs. Cr. 

too. U. 


MAJOR VIGOUREUX. Third Edriton. 
Cr. irv. is. 

Btd^e (V. Peetjk A SON dp im 
S(.\ 1 E. TktrdUdiHm. Cr.8c« ^.hd 
A RKKAKER of laws, a Nem Editton. 
Cr. Sw. jf. 6 d. 

GALEK'S BUSINES.< 3 . Illoetrateil 
Soeond Edition, Cr. Bvit. &i. 

THE WICKHAMSKS. Fourth Editren. 
Cr Haw. 6 t, 

SPLENDID BROTHER. Fourth Edition 
Cr. 8 to, 6 s. 

Also Fen/, too. it. not, 

NINE TO SIX.-TH 1 RTV. J'hM EdHion. 
Cr. Bt/o. 6 s. 

THANKS TO SANDERSON. Soeond 
Edition. Cr. Rbc. 6 s. 

DEVOTED SPARKES. Soeond Edition. 
Cr. tvo. &r. 

THE REMINGTON SENTENCE. I'hiid 
Edition. Cr. 8m. 6t> 

THE HAPPY RECRUIT. Soeond Edition. 
Cr, too. 6t. 


BiUMlI (W« Olftrk). MASTER ROCKA- 
FELLAR’S VOYAGE. Illustnted. 
Fifth Edition, Cr. Btw. 34. 6 d. 


Slddwlok(Mrs. Alfred). THE LANTERN 
BEAREkS. Third Edition, Cr, tve, 6 s. 
THESEVERINS. Sixth SdEion. Cr.tvo. 
is. 

Alto ^0^. Sa«. IS. uH. 

ANTHEA'S GUEST. FtmikMdiHtn. Cr. 
8m. 6r. 

LAMORNA. Third Ediiion. Cr. 8m. is, 

BELOW STAIRS. Soeond Ediiion. Cr. 
8m. dr. 

BMlth (J. 0 .). THE PRINCIPAL GIRL 
Stcond Edition, Cr. 8m. 6s, 

AN AFFAIR OF STATE. Soeond EdMon. 
Cr. 8m. 6«. 


Bemenrllle (B. OU ftjid Ross (Mftrtln}. 
DAN RUSSEL THE FOX. lUustnteX 
Seeenih Bditun. Cr. tvo. it. 

Also Fe/^. 8m. is, net, 

ThiunitoB (B. TsmiMe}. MIRAGE. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 8m. it. 

Also Fenf, 8m. xr. not. 


WAtMn (H. B. HftnlotDi THE BIG 
FISH, Third Edition. Cr. 8m. ft. 




THE STORY OF 
FBCX. TAMEdtHon. 

Cr. 8m. ft. 

Alt* Feaf. few. M. ml 
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THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. SMi Mditiat, 
Cr, Im. it, 

FELIX CHRISTIE. Third SJiHtn. Cr. 
lew. 6t. 

THE PEARL STRINGER. Third BH- 
Uon. Cr, lew. 

Weetray (VArteNt) (In. W. Bydnoy 
BtM«y> TIDEMARKS. Third ftdifitB, 
Cr. lew. 6t. 

WeyiBM (Btuiley). UNDER THE RED 
ROBB. lUuitnted. £di- 

ifom. Cr, lew. Af. 

Aitt Ft»^, lew. u. mt. 

WUtby(BntNc«V ROSAMUND. Stemi 
Rditton. Cr. lew. 6f. 

WilllanilOO (CL R. end A. THL 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: The 
Stranf^e Adventures of a Motor Car. Dlus- 
trated. Twntjf^cendJidUffin. Cr.tvo, 6j, 
Alu Cr, lew. If. tut. 

I HE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romamcs 
or A Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Rditim, 
Cr. Stn. 6t. 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Rlamih Sdiiim. Cr. lea. 6f. 

Ait* Fenp. lea. tt. $ut. 


TBS BOTOR CHAPERON. Ilhutratad. 
Tinth EdUitn. Cr. 8»w. At. 

*Ali 0 Fsap. lew. it. eaif. 

THE CAR OF DESTINY. iDaitrRMil. 

Sixth MitUn. Cr, lea. At. 

MY FRIEND Till'. CHAUFFEUR, llliu- 
trated, Thifittf'.'h EdUitn. Cr. lew. Ac. 

SCARLET RUNNER. lll«utrai«d. Third 
Edftim. Cr, lew. At. 

SET IN SILVER. lOutntad. Fl^h 
Eatirn. Cr, lew. At. 

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS 
AMERICA. Sumd Editim, Cr. lea. At. 

THE GOLDEN SILENCE. SntnthMi ,, 
Nan. Cr. 8tw. At. ^ 

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Fimrth 
E^imt. Cr. lea. At. 

THE HEATHER MOON. Fifth EdiiUn. 
Cr. lew. At. 

THE LOVE PIRATE. Illnsttated. Stemd 
Editim. Cr, Sea. At. 

THE DEMON. Ptw#. lea. st. naf. 

VyUArdo (DolfL THE PATHWAY OP 
THE PIONEER (None Aottes^ Sim 
Edition. Cr. lea. At. 


Books for Boys and Qirls 


Illmtratod . Crown % oo , 3t. 6 d . 


GBTTrMQ Wru. or DoROTHVt Ths. Mrs. 
W. K. CliRord. 

Girl or tub Pboflb, A. L. T. Meade. 
HoMOURARJJe Mus, Tha L. T, Moade. 

Maitbr Rocxaibixar's Vovaob. W. Clark 
Ructell. 


Only a Goard*Room Doo. Edith S. > 
Cathe^ 

Rbd Grangb, Tha Mrs. Moleswottit. 

e ^ 

Std Bblton: The who woatd not go 
to Sea. 6. Manville Venn. 

Thbrb was oncb a Pxinca Mrs. M. E. 
Mann. 


Methuen’s Shilliiig Nov|ls 

Fcap , 8fw. is , noi 


Anna or tiib Fits Towns. Arnold Bennett 
Barrarv Simr. Robert Hicheoa. 

Rotor CRAritiON, Tra C. N. and A M. 
Wtliiameon. 

BoT. Mirie Corelli 

ORAxif» Tha Aliev Penh. 

Dan Rossra rm Fox. E. (S. SemtrHlIe 
and tfartio Rosa. 


Damon, Tsa C. N. and A. M. VniUamson. 
PZRN IN SiusDLA Baroness Onej. 

Oatb or Drssrt, Tka John OzenhAAU^ 
Goarobo Flame, Tra W. B. Maaw»fL c 
Halo, Tha Baroness ydd HnttoA 
Hiu. Rtts. W. B. MaxwoUf 
Jitm. MatitOiein. 



Fxction 
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]f6thaeB*i BhUUni tmU^-oontlnaed. 


^ JObSPR. Frank T>aaby. 

tAPV Bbtiv Across thb Watbk. C. N. 
«sd A. M. WilUamsoa. 

Light Fkkights. W. W. Jacobs. 

Long Road, Thb. John Oxonbask 

Mk.htv Atom, Tkb. Marie Coretli. 

Mirags. R. Temple Thurston. 

Missing Dbloha, Tub. E. PhilUpe Oppen> 

» hidm. 

RooAd thb Red Lamp. Sir A Conan Doyle. 
SAfD, Fi&hbrman. Matnaduke Pick- 

thAll 


Sr ARCH Partv, Thb. O A. Birtnfntham. 

Sr(.i.nr Woman, Ths. Ed^n Phillpatts. 

Sbvbrih%Tkb. Mrs AFred Sidgwick. 

Spanish Gold. G. A. Burnungham. 

Spuchdio Bsothbb, W. Pen Ridge 

Talbs of Mbam Strbbti. Arthur Monison. 

Tbresa or Watling Strbat. Arnold 
Bennett. 

TvrahTj Thb. Mrs. Heuy dc la Pasture 

Undbh thb Rbd Robb. Stanley J. Weytnan 

VlRCiNiA PhhfhlT. Peggy Wcbling. 

Woman witb thb Fan, The. Robert 

Hichens. 


Heibuen’g SeyenpBnny Novels 


Fraf. 8 zv, 

Al^GBb B. Ill Croker. 

Bboom SotlikBi The. S. Baring-Gould 
Bt STkdiGS VlSiSwORO. Andrew Balfour 
Housb (W WmspBKS, The. William Le 

HomaH X^|,Thb. Eden Pbillpotts. 

I CboWH King. Max Pembertoe 
Latr in Litb. Alice Perrio. 

' Lonb Fimbu R. B. Townsbend. 

UaSTSB of Mbh. E. PhiPips Oppenbelm. 
MtBIC!) Af A^niAbB, A. ^ Mr. F. £ Peony. 


yj. Ml 

Pbtbr, a Pabasitb. E. Maria Albanesa 

Pomp of tub Lavilb 1 tbs, Thb. Sir Gilbert 
Parker. 

Princb Ropert the Buccanfbr. C J 
Coicliffe Hyne 

Princess Virginia, Thb. C. M. & A. M. 
Wilhanson. 

Profit and Loss. John Oxenham. 

Red Housu, The. E. Nesbit. 

Sign of the Skdbr, I'hb. Beitram MitiorJ 
Son of lus Stats, A. W. Prii Pidge 


9 /s/« 


. 1 Prinitd kg ICoRoinm & Giaa Limitbih S^nhuf^h 











